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DEE WINTERS | 

• She was lovely but under-aged- 
• She followed him to an 
off- shore resort- 
. She was trapped by the 
depraved sensuality of ' 
a wealthy man's fancy! 






















LOVELY NYMPH 


He drew the pins from her shining 
black hair so the braids loosened and 
fell free wantonly. 

"I knew I'd like you, Jake. The min¬ 
ute I sow you, I knew," she whispered. 

"Tapping your nails on the bar, and 
in such a hurry, too?" 

"That was cm act. You realized that, 
didn't you?" 

"I was too busy staring at you to 
worry about it." 

"You make up your mind fast, don't 
you, Jake?" 

He grinned. "So do you." 

"Yes." She smiled her slow, tilted 
smile. "Jake, you won't think I'm bad, 
will you? I've got my reasons for being 
the way I am. You understand?" 

Then she reached for him, whisper¬ 
ing unintelligibly, her hair wild around 
her moonlit face . . . 
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ONE 

The thing about Jinxsie's bar^ it was all easy and relaxed. 
By the time Jake had been working at the place three 
months he was settled enough to feel it would be for 
ever. He had a room at the Baileys, and Angel, and a cat 
named Toots, He had found his tall, tall tree—it had 
turned out to be a Florida palm a few blocks from the 
blue Gulf—and he was content with it 

When the complication arrived, he failed to see it for 
what it was. He was too busy looking at the packaging. 

She wore a white strapless sheath ^at stayed up only 
because there were enough concealed fixes at the right 
co-ordinates. Her legs were long and beautiful, the way 
he liked underpinnings. He saw her thighs and the shape 
of her knees through the ripple of her dress as she made 
the few motions to the bar. She swung easily to the high 
stool, 

Jake stood there, his big hands motionless on tiie bar, 
and looked at her, and Imew why he had been strictly 
solo since he had come to town. He grinned to himself. 
Except for Angel, of course, he thought. And she didn't 
count. Not yet. 
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But this girl did, and she knew it. 

The knowledge was in the way she tipped back her 
head and scanned Jake up and down. Then she impa¬ 
tiently tapped her long red nails on the bar, asking, '*You 
do serve drinks here, don t youF' 

Used to having her own way, Jake thought, without 
asking. And no wonder. Any man on the block, on the 
beach, would be willing, and more than willing. 

Still without moving, he said, “We do. What wiE you 
have?” 

‘'A stinger. And Tm in a hurry ” 

So he was off to a bad start—he would be unable to 
give her what she wanted to drink. He glanced helpless¬ 
ly at the second table. 

Jinxsie answered for him, without raising his eyes from 
the chess board, “We don’t make stingers, lady,” he said, 

If she nodced that Jinxsie made stinger sound like a 
variety of roach and rattlesnake juice, she showed only 
blandness. “What do you make, then?” she asked. 

“You can have gin, beer, or whiskey,” Jake told her, a 
shrug in his voice. 

She ignored that, too. "Whiskey, then. With ice,” 

He took his time with the bottle. The longer she was 
there, the longer he could gaze at her. 

But her impatience seemed to vanish when he put 
down the drink. 

She let it sit untouched. Her long slender hands puUed 
out a cigarette. As he bent to light it, he noticed a flash 
of rings. 

“Have you just started bartending, or something?” she 
said. 

“Not just It was diree months ago. But our crowd 
doesn’t go for the fancy ones ” 

“Can’t afford them is what he means,” Jinxsie said, still 
concentrating on the chessmen. 
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Her smile at Jake was slow and warm. "Sorry, Buster, 
But next time VU Imow, won*t IF' 

That irritated Jake. Buster was the same as Mac or 
Jack or Bud or Junior, the nameless names people used 
when they were speaking to no-face nothings; he was re¬ 
minded of the time he had been homeless, rootless, an 
outsider. He had learned the hard way that you never 
call men Buster, or women Honey. Jake knew the names 
of every waitress in the diner where he ate his dinners, 
Juney had two kids. Rosita wrote letters home to her 
husband in Cuba between serving. Everybody had a 
name and a face, and needed to be recognized. 

He said stiffly, "The name is Jake, and that's what I 
like to be called.” 

Her smile tilted down. "Another thing 111 know next 
time. I'm Elena. Elena Able, Jake ” 

His stiffness softened. What would she know about 
being a stranger in every port? he thought. What would 
she know about being an outsider? She was somebody 
special, and surely nobody to be angry at. After girls 
from Hoboken to Hong Kong, she would be the one who 
would really matter to him. He already knew that. He 
had no idea why. But he wanted her. So he had to go 
slow. The process would be something like fishing. Hurry 
too much, and the bait gets the go-by. And a tura-down 
now would mean a turn-down forever. 

She looked at him as if she knew exactly what was 
going through his mind and as if she had no objections- 
But he leaned his big hands on the bar, and he waited, 
"Now you've been here all of three months, how do 
you like our town, Jake?” she said, her glass still un¬ 
touched on the counts. 

He grinned. “I'm beginning to like it bett^ all the 
time, though I liked it well enough to start." 

She shrugged, her body moving under the strapless 
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dress, her eyes full of invitation when she raised them 

to Ms, 

But he knew what he was and he told himself to hold 
back while the sweat gathered in Ms palms and his 
mouth went dry with wanting. He suddenly wished he 
were somebody else^ a somebody to deserve a girl like 
Elena Able. For a moment he denied his homely, scarred 
Jake Denton self, the blue shirt open at the the 

tight jeans, the moccasins on Ms feet 

*1 hate this town * she said. “And the people in it 
Always have, and always will.*^' At last she took a sip of 
her drink and made a face as if she bore ill against the 
wMskey as well as the town. Then she smiled again, 
TPresent company excepted, you understand.** 

Always, he agreed. Then, “But the buses are stiH 
running, I hear tell,” 

“I wish it were that easy ” 

“It’s easy enough. I know from experience. You don’t 
like it where you are, you pick up and leave for some 
place else.” 

“111 bet you do, Jake, I’ll bet you always change what 
you don’t hke.” 

“Always? No, But I'm willing to try. Just about any¬ 
thing ” 

“You arer 

He had the uncomfortable feeling that she was pen©- 
trating him deeply, measuring him as her eyes met Ms, 

But he was spared a reply because Terryjoe, in 
streaked blue shorts and streaked blond hair, barged in 
and set himself down at a table with a stack of palmetto 
leaves out of wMch he immediately started to weave one 
of those kookie hats he hawked in the hotels for three 
dollars a throw, 

Jake brought Terryjoe Ms usual beer, and exchanged a 
few words with him. And when Jinxsie's bartender 
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looked op agaiBj Elena was on her feet* ‘111 see you, 
Jake ” she said, as she brushed by. 

But it sounded final, like goodbye and goodbye for 
good, he thought* 

He returned to the bar and stared at her half-empty 
glass, the change she had left, the cigarette still smould¬ 
ering in the ashtray. He shrugged and swallowed the 
sour taste of regret, remembering her slim white hands 
that had never worked, and the flash of diamonds* 
Elena Able, 

He busied himself wi th a rag at the bar. He murmured 
her name and he could almost taste her lips, the warm 
red lips in the cool, perfectly smooth face, 

Jinxsie said, stiH hunched over the chessboard, *T don t 
like the type ” 

"1 don’t care much for chess, either ” 

‘‘Ah, but my queens don’t bite. And £hat’s a big some¬ 
thing, isn’t it?” 

Jake let it go. It wasn’t worth any dialogue with Jinx¬ 
sie, What would a girl like Elena want with him? But 
even as Jake told himself to forget her, he was thinking 
of the invitation in her eyes, ‘'All the same ” he said, T 
ought to learn how to make the fancy ones ” 

Jinxsie looked up, the thick beard moving with his 
grin. “Don't ever doubt yourself. You can make them. 
But if it’s drinks you're talking about, and not women, 
it’s a waste of time here,” 

“Which is something we’ve got plenty of.” 

“So enjoy it, Jake. Take it easy. For as long as it lasts.'' 
Jinxsie^s had storefront windows painted black, and a 
big white skuU and crossbones centered over the saloon’s 
dingy sign. The place looked hke nothing from the out¬ 
side, which was why Jake had stopped there for a drink. 
It was nothing on the inside, too. Just a small dim 
room with a scattering of initialed wooden tables, and 
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guttered candle, and a bar short enough for Jake to work 
without moving his feet 

The notice tacked on the bar mirror said the liceiise 
was held by E. L. Goldberg. Nobody knew an E. L. 
Goldberg. But everybody knew Jinxsie. He was a big 
man with a heavy ginger-colored beard, and not a hair 
on his head. He wore a faded jersey and msty-white duck 
pants—ragged at his ankles and polled tight under his 
small paunch. He mixed a pretty good drink when he 
could take time from the chess game he had going on 
the second table. He was as sparing with advice as he 
was with credit but, if he were started on either one, he 
opened up all the way. 

The tips were scant. Tourists and season-stayers were 
squeamish about the giant water bugs—Jinxsie's pets— 
that ambled between their weU-sandaled feet and over 
the dusty glass racks. So the locals, the beach boys and 
girls who needed a place to get away from it aU, mad© 
Jinxsie s their hangout and the bearded one their friend. 

Jake figured he belonged with the locals, and the 
sparseness of mon^ was all right because he had no¬ 
body to think of but himself. He had never had much 
money, and never expected to, and he had learned to 
quit worrying about it a long time before. 

He was just under six feet. His body was angled and 
planed and eroded by hard wcu'k. His hair was mahogany 
brown with a scattering of sun-bleached strands that 
would one day be white. The wind had scoured his face, 
and the sun had scored it with lines. He had a three-inch 
scar that pulled out the curve of his upper lip. His deep- 
set eyes were the color of clean ice cubes. 

Jinxsies had looked like nothing, which meant it 
was cheap, so Jake had had his drink there, and he had 
paid for it with his last fifty cents, and he had sat back 
enjoying himself. Then Jinxsie had bought him one on 
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the house, and one had led to a secondj and then the 
crowd had pOed in. 

The twist had started vibrattng from the jukebox, and 
the kookie kids had begun snaking between the tables 
and, somehow Jake had found himself back of the b^ 
popping beer bottle caps while Jinxsie, hunched over 
the chess board had been saying, “Take it easy, Jake/ 
just as he was saying it now. 

Jake knew it was good advice. He was no longer a 
wet-behind^the-ears kid who thought he had to have 
every female who looked good to him. Nor was he just 
fresh in on dry land, either* 

He was twenty-nine years old. In the three months he 
had been at Jinxsie s he had had plenty of time to work 
the old itch for the female out of his system, and he had 
done it, too, without letting himself be sucked into any¬ 
thing permanent along the way* 

Three months on land after eleven years at sea. 

Jake s wandering years had been initiated by his armed 
forces hitch. He had enlisted right after high school, and 
he had been astonished that he had made the Navy be¬ 
cause that had been what he had asked for—only be¬ 
cause he hated to walk. 

He still remembered the terrible day when the smooRi 
friendly ocean had suddenly broken into great yawing 
crests, and the sky had begun to roO, and every ounce 
of his strength had been challenged by the vast sickness 
that had hit him so hard and so fast that he could only 
gasp, “But what should I do?^ before he had collapsed in 
the lines. Somebody had laughed, saying, “Go find your¬ 
self a tall, tall tree and lie down under it.” 

By the time that first storm had subsided he had 
learned to ride with the sea and to exult in the fight 
of it. 

He had steamed into Korea to hear that the peace talks 
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had started, and he had seen the Mediterranean dining 
the earlier rumbles from the Middle East. 

After his Navy hitch he had returned home and looked 
around. The opportunities had been few and unattrac¬ 
tive. He could push clothes racks on Eighth Avenue, or 
wrestle crates on West Street. He had decided he would 
rather buck the waves than fight the mobs on Thirty- 
Ninth Street. So he had signed on a frei^ter which had 
given him the world around five times, and he had 
die marks and sc^rs coOected in Singapore and Djbouti 
and Suez and Rio to show for the (Circuits. He had 
thought he had salt-water blood after those eleven years, 
and then suddenly he had awakened one morning fed 
up with the smell of paint and tar and the grit of rust 
and the bum of rope. He had become weary of bunking 
in with a lot of men, of having to hear their jokes and 
sad stories. He had become saturated with being a 
stranger in every port. 

He had signed oflF at Port Everglades and had spent 
his pay on a glorious four-day binge with a harbor ver¬ 
sion of Marilyn Monroe. That had washed the taste 
of oil and salt from his mouth. When he had sobered up, 
he had hitched a ride down to Key West, 

Maybe he had been seardiing for that tall, tall tree to 
lie down under—or maybe for the good old days when 
he and his gang had hit Duval Street like a brace of 
torpedoes and, walking arm in arm from the Atlantic 
Ocean to the Gulf of Mexico, they had stuck their noses 
over short ones in every joint on the way. 

But Key West had changed. Now, when he lay on the 
beach, he knew uneasily that the smudges on Ihe hori¬ 
zon might be the fires of Cuba, and gallon jugs of dis¬ 
tilled water were for sale in the supermarkets, and the 
sailors on the prowl in Duval Street appeared younger 
than the boys of his old gang. 

He was uncomfortably aware of time passing while he 
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spent his nights in Jinxsies and his days sleeping—or 
dodging pretty Angel Bailey. 

He grinned to himself, thinjdng of her. Her long blond 
pony tail, slanted brown eyes, pert chin, short shorts tight 
enough to split if she sneezed-she was trying to get him 
to teach her how to make love- Not that he ever would, 
he thought. Leave the cradle-snatching to the old lech¬ 
ers- He was still young enough himself to go for a woman 
in his own class. 

Which, he reminded himself, left Elena Able definite¬ 
ly out. Maybe she was the right age, twenty-four or so, 
and the right shape, a beautiful curvy armful, but she 
had the smooth expensive finish of a new car behind 
plate glass—designed for a millionaire, and not for Jake 
Denton. 

She was worth a dozen memories and more but he 
glanced at the door and wrote her off as die kind of 
woman who had so much of everything she wanted that 
she amused herself and kept in practice by wanning up 
whatever chanced along in pants. 

That gave him the explanation he needed for her in¬ 
viting expression- Still, his disappointment reused to be 
dislodged- 

"I need another one ” Terryjoe said- 

Jake took out a beer, flipped the cap into the trash 
bucket. He carried the bottle over and set it down among 
the palmettos. 

“Okay,” Jake said. “You tell me. What's it all about? 
And hows it going to end?" 

Terryjoes fingers kept to the pattern of the slender 
moving leaves, but his streaked head tipped back. “If I 
knew, or cared, would I be here, Jake?” 

“It serves me right for asking” Jake grinned. He 
dropped a quarter in tlie jukebox. By the time he was 
back behind the bar, twist rhythm rocked the tables- 
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Jinxsie moved a pavni, s\vore, and moved it back. 
“Now that’s philosophy,” he told the chessboard. 

When the bar closed and Jinxsie had locked up, 
there was only an occasional car on the street He and 
Jake walked a few blocks together. Then Jinxsie said, “I 
might as well hit the pad. Nothing on for now.” He add¬ 
ed a good night and turned off. 

Jake meandered on, thinking of Elena Able written off 
but not yet forgotten—nor likely to be forgotten so soon, 
he told himself. 

She was the only girl who had affected him, really af¬ 
fected him deeply, since slender laughing Peg, half child, 
half witch—his first love. He had had fun, and some 
good moments even when he thought he would never 
make the love scene again, and he had found that the 
easiest, and sometimes the best, word had always been 
goodbye. 

But he had watched Elena walk down to the bar and 
spread a special glow along the dingy walk. He had seen 
eyes and her lips and the sleek promising lines of 
her body—and he felt the impact. 

He heard the car moving along the curb but he kept 
his eyes straight ahead. He heard the car stop. Then he 
heard the door crack open. He turned, but only because 
a familiar husky voice said, “Jake," and then, "I told you 
I’d be seeing you, Jake,” 

He took the two steps to the car. “I was think ing about 
you, Elena.” 

“You were?" she said, and then, nodding slowly, she 
spoke again. "Are you just going to stand there and 
think? Or do you want to get inr He ducked into the 
car, laughing softly, and he closed the door. She was 
smiling at him. “Aren’t you surprised, or a little scared?” 
she said. 

“Surprised, sure. But why be scared of you?” he said. 
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“Maybe Tm setting you up for a deal. Maybe I’ll roll 
you, whatever they call it.’* 

"If it’ll give you any pleasure, go ahead. But you sure 
are a bad picker if that’s what youVe got in mind ” 

Her laugh hit him in the knees. He sat back, savoring 
the feeling, not thinking back or ahead. 

“Aren’t you wondering how come I turned up Hke tihis, 
Jake?” 

“Not very hard. I don’t want to push my luck ” 

“Things are different here, Jake ” she said as neither 
excuse nor apology. She was stating bare facts. "A lot of 
lonely people on the loose, looking for somebody to be 
with.” 

“Like any place in the world.” He looked at her, "Lis¬ 
ten, don’t think you have to explain anything to me. I’m 
glad. That’s enough.” 

She put her hand on his. Her thumb moved slowly 
along his calloused fingers, along his palm. 

“I’ve got a bottle, and sandwiches in back/’ she said, 
“We can go to a quiet beach, Jake.” 

His hand curled around her wrist. He drew her to his 
chest and, holding her face between his palms, he peered 
down into her eyes. He felt her smile against his fingers* 
Then he bent his head and found her mouth and felt it 
tremble against his tongue. His fingers slipped from her 
cheeks to cup her warm bare shoulders, and then his 
arms folded around her, her slim body becoming a lithe 
flame flaring up to consume them both. 

But she broke away, whispering, "On Duval Street, 
Jaker 

“Let’s go to that beach you were talking about,” he 
said. 


The sand stretched smooth and white under the head¬ 
lights to the h umm ing sea. Parked in a grove of royal 
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palms, the car was hiddee from both the road and the 
waterfront. 

She cut the motor and the lights. 

Darkness moved in to shroud them. She opened the 
door and slid out, "Sandwiches, drinks and blanket in the 
back, Jake ” 

He pulled the blanket out. “The rest can wait," he 
said. 

Her warm laugh spilled over him. Once again he felt 
it in his knees. He spread the blanket smooth in the 
shadows. She was a pale blur beside him. He reached 
for her, “Elena,” he said. 

Her aims went around him, but he held her away, 
then. Slowly, slowly, frowning with concentration, he 
drew the pins from her shining black hair so the braids 
loosened and fell free wantonly. He broke the braids 
until the smooth wav^ were soft on her shoulders. 

“I knew Td like you, Jake. The minute I saw you, I 
knew,” she whispered. 

“Tapping your nails on the bar, and in such a hurry, 
too?" 

“That was an act. You realized that, didn't you? You 
could tell.” 

T was too busy staring at you to worry about it ” 

“You make up your mind fast, don't you, Jake?” 

He grinned. “So do you.” 

“Yes ” Her voice was soft. She gazed at him from und^ 
long dark lashes. “I might as weU. I can know people 
twenty years, and still not know them at all. So why 
waste time?” 

“That sounds good, but what does it really mean?” 

She smiled her slow, tilted smile. “Jake, you won't 
think Tm bad, will you? Tve got my reasons for being 
the way I am. You understand?” 

He drew her to him, kneeled with her in his arms. 

He found the back zipper of the white sheath and 
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tugged at it. As the soft fabric fell away he encountered 
die sudden perfection of her body. 

Tlien she reached for him, whispering unintelligibly, 
her hair wild around her moonlit face, her nails raking 
his back to clasp his hips. 

He laughed softly against her open mouth and he let 
his weight hold her, telling himself that he knew af ter all 
why he had come to Key West. 

To find Elena. 


Driving back to town through the deep shadows of 
the Poinciana trees, he touched the rings on her hand. 
“You know the score,'^ he said. "Only you. Just teO me.” 

“Would it matter so much, Jake?"' 

It mattered, he knew, and it didn’t. He wished she 
were free, with no strings to anyone. But she belonged 
to him. She would always belong to him. He said, "*Where 
do I find you? How can I call you? Where do we get 
together next time?” 

‘I'll find you, Jake. If there’s going to be a next time.” 

“That's another thing youll have to tell me ” 

She laughed softly. “Yes, Jake.” 

“You have your reasons for what you do. One of these 
days youll teU me ” 

Again she laughed, “Yes, Jake ” 

“Say that when I suggest you turn around and go back 
to the beach ” 

“No, Jake,” But she added quickly. “Don’t think I 
wouldn’t want to, if I could ” 

“There will be a next time, Elena?" 

She slowed at Truman Avenue. “I promised you, Jake ” 



TWO 

He woke to the sound of familiajr tuneless whistling. He 
grinned. Angel's signal. She was already on guard. 

But he quickly forgot her. It was ten o'clock. He had 
told Elena about his room at the Baileys, but she had not 
then known when she could see him again. Still, may¬ 
be she would appear. He had better be ready, if she 
did show. 

He arose, showered, shaved and dressed rapidly. 

Toots watched him, her green eyes reproachful, her 
tail moving gracefully. He reached out to scratch her 
ears. She shied away. 

^AU right,*' he told her. *Tfouve proved you're a caL 
Quit being standoffish. Let me play with you/' She re¬ 
treated under the chair, whiskers quivering, large eyes 
on him. “Listen, I'm not fooling. I've got things to do 
today." 

When she stayed where she was, he turned toward 
the bed. He made it up quickly. Most days he left the 
spread folded on a chair. Now he smoothed it expertly, 
draping the comers. 


20 
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Toots swiveled oeatly between his feet as he stacked 
the old newspapers, watered the plants, and swept the 
worn rug. 

All the time he thought of Elena—her silken smooth 
thighs moving against him, her small taut breasts pressed 
to hiin, her warm flesh blending to his flesh, the hollow 
formed in the sand under the blanket by their moving 
bodies. 

Toots gave a scream of outrage, snapping her tail 
from under his heel. 

He bent down, stroking her small pointed face, "Fve 
told you about tiaat, but you will do it, so what do you 
expect?” 

He took liver out of the small refrigerator m the 
corner, sliced it to bits and set it before Toots as con¬ 
solation, She rubbed it with her whiskers and then, tail 
like" a mast, haughtily made for the door. 

^Okay, be like that ” he said, unlatching the screen. 
Toots scooted down tiie steps and pranced off between 
the hollyhocks, 

"Good hunting ” he told her, and immediately wished 
he had held his tongue, 

Angel swivelled around the comer of the house, "Oh, 
hi, Jake,” she called with such hope and happiness to 
her voice that he was unable to latch the door in her 
face. So he waited. 

She was wearing her "Oh, Mother” swimming suit, a 
blue ruffled thing, demure and careful and plainly for 
utility* “Oh, Motherr Angel had wailed when she had 
first seen it “What do you think I am? It doesn't do a 
thing for me,” 

But Jake noticed that the garment hid nothing, at that. 
Even in so conservative a rig it was plain that she was 
stacked, and very nearly a woman rather than a teen¬ 
ager—in a couple of years the Baileys would be fighting 
off the men with dubs* 



22 OFFSHORE RESORT 

But in this transitional period Jalce was in the uncom- 
frartable position of trying to be a big brother to her when 
she wanted no big brother. She wanted no brother of 
any age. True, he could tell her off, once and for all, the 
way a man tells off a woman, and he would be finished 
with her. But she wasn't a woman yet, he thought—she 
was just a tender sixteen, and he did not want to hurt 
her. If he did, she would be marked for the rest of her 
life. But if he forgot to be a big brother to her, and she 
wanted him to forget, that would mark her, too, and 
possibly worse. 

“What are you doing, Jake? I heard you banging 
around,” she said. 

She had a right to have a Idd crush on him, even if 
her taste ought to be better. He should be able to take 
that in his stride. But somehow he was always affected 
by her in the same way—as if there were something dan¬ 
gerous in her adoring looks. 

“House-cleaning, Angel,” he said. “I decided it was 
time, and I better get back to it.” 

“I’ll help,” she told him. 

“No, but thanks.” 

He slipped inside, but she followed him. 

He faced her, his hands on his hips. “Now listen 
Angel...” 

“Jake, why do you treat me as if I’m a kid?” 

He grinned. “Because you are one and you act like 
one,” he said. “For instance, when you’ve grown up 
you’ll know how to take no for an answer.” 

She pouted, tossed her shining pony-tail. "Not me^ 
Jake. I don’t believe in hearing no. Only yes.” 

“That’s what I said. You’re still a Idd. And spoiled, 
too. Now go outside and take some more sun. I have a 
C->uple of things I want to do. In private.” 

She stretched out on the bed. “Jake.. 
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He frowned at her. “Look, I just fixed the spread. 
Who invited you to mess it up?” 

"AH right,” she said sulkily. "All right, Jake.” She arose. 
“But I'm not such a baby, and all I want for you to do is 

notice it.*" 

‘Tfou re not a baby and I do notice it. That s why I 
don t think you ought to be coming in here like this. Your 
folks wouldn*t like it, and I don't, and ... * 

“Dads out fishing, and Mom's working” 

“AH the more reason.'* He accompanied her to die 
door. “Look ” he said gently, “you just don’t know. So 
take my word for it, pick on somebody your own age. Fm 
not trying to hurt your feelings, Angel. I figure it's best” 

She grinned at him. “Yes, brother,” she said, and she 
ducked out 

He sighed and shook his head. He had not really man¬ 
aged to get his message tlu'ough, and he knew it. 

He fixed himself a pot of coffee and sat down with the 
newspaper, but the print blurred, and he let himself 
think of Elena ... Some time later, when he felt the sud¬ 
den touch on his knee, he said her name and opened his 
eyes. 

Angel was bending over him. “Who's Elena, Jake?” 

He blinked and swore softly. “For Pete’s sake, Angel. 
I just told you about coming in here.” 

“It was Toots. I had to let her in. She was starving to 
death. Just look.” 

He looked. Toots was hunched over the liver, tail 
straight as a mast in the air, teeth working daintily. 

“Okay,” he said, '‘Thanks. I wouldn't want Toots to 
starve to death. Specially after what I paid for that liver ” 

Angel grinned. “Good try, but don't change the sub¬ 
ject, “Who’s Elena, Jake?” 

He leaned back and reached for the newspapers. 
“Somebody I know ” he said. He hoped he sounded cas¬ 
ual enough, a condition he was far from feeling. 
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He read very carefully. He was uninterested in the 
latest story about the trouble in the Congo, although he 
knew he should have been otherwise. But he read it any¬ 
how, Maybe if he ignored her long enough, Angel would 
understand and leave without making him ^ow her 
out again. Twice in one day seemed too much to him. 

But Toots, having finished lunch and now washing 
her face, imdulated over to be scratched* She sat on 
Jakes knees, very definite and separate and uncuddlmg, 
to let him know that she was allowing him the pleasure, 
and purred while she suffered* When she had her fill, 
she took a big leap and perched on the bed. 

Again Jake took up the newspaper, 

Angel said, “Look, Jake, I c^n do that, too,” and before 
he csould stop her, she was on his knees. Like Toots, very 
straight and separate and uncuddlmg. She narrowed her 
eyes, “Meow, Jake ” 

He reached out to shove her away, saying, “Angel, 
you have about as jnucb sense as a ,,,” 

And she melted. The stiff straight body became waxen 
and collapsed against him. 

He felt the warmth of her bare legs on his thighs, and 
an answering tightening in his belly. 

She pressed her cheek to his shoulder and looked up 

at him * 

He saw that from playful kitten she had turned into 
tiger. It was in her face, her smile. She had the man- 
eater look. 

He swore and spread his knees and she fell through, 
dragging the newspaper with hen 

She peered up at him, her slanted eyes wide* “I didn’t 
mean to make you flip, Jake ” 

The man-eater look was gone. Her pert chin quiv¬ 
ered* 

He stood up* “I didn’t mean to dump you so hard,” he 
said, "Now we’re even.” 
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“Don't you know how I feel about you? Don't you care, 
Jake?” 

He offered her bis hand and she took it and rose in a 
sinewy motion* He said, '‘Sure I care. It's a compliment 
to an old salt like me, and I collect compliments like you 
collect pictures of your Chubby CheckerSi” 

“I don’t. Not any more ” 

‘Tickle ” he grinned. "All right, youVe stumped ma 
Now I can read my paper, can't i?” 

“I guess so ” At the door she turned bade, "You know 
we re all crazy about you, don’t you, Jake? I mean Mom 
and Dad and me?” 

He nodded absently* "Sure* And Tm crazy about the 
three of you. Why do you think Tm here?” 

The door clos^ and soon he heard the familiar tune¬ 
less whistling and knew she was back at her favorite 
position under his window, her bathing suit down as far 
as it would decently go, which for her, was hardly de¬ 
cent. 

She had posted herself under his window the first 
week he had moved in and whenever she had no school, 
sentinel Angel Bailey was on the job. He supposed her 
infatuation with him had started when Jinxsie had 
brought him to the Baileys to introduce Jake. 

It just didn't take long for people, sometimes, he 
thought, He looked at his watch and sighed. Elena had 
not come, he thought, and maybe she wouldn't. Maybe 
the whole thing had been a one-night stand for her, and 
the wild passion phony, and he would never see her 
again. 

It was twelve hours since Jake had Elena in his arms. 
His body was already taut with wanting to hold her 
again. 

He told himself to go easy. He didn't know where he 
was with Elena* She was a married woman, jumping the 
fence. 
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"Jake,” Angel called bom under the window, "Say, 
Jake” 

“What do you want now?” he yelled without rising, 

“Are you mad at me?” 

“Not seriously. But if you don't leave me alone, I will 
be” 

"Did you know Mom was sixteen when she married 
Dad?” 

“No,” Jake yelled, “And I don^t care,” He stepped to 
the window, frowned into Angels smiling, raised face 
and closed the drapes between them. 

He made himself another cup of coffee, took a sip. It 
was lukewarm. He made himself drink it for something 
to do. 

He wondered if he ought to move out and find himself 
a room somewhere else. But he hated to do that to th© 
Baileys, They needed the rent he paid them, 

Tom Bailey was retired. Like a lot of people, he and 
the family were caught in the squeeze between small 
fixed income and rising prices. Then Jake grinned. The 
truth was, he did not want to move because he had 
adopted the Baileys as his family—Tom, Mary, and Angel 
—just as he had adopted Toots from an alley. This was 
home, and he did not want to leave home and folks 
because Angel was a spoiled adolescent hotpants whom 
he didn't quite know how to handle. 

The mistake had been his own by allowing the re¬ 
lationship to reach the point where Angel and he talked 
about it. So he would have to figure out how to handle 
her right. He was not going to give up the first home h© 
had known in eleven years and longer. 

After the Navy he had gone back to see what it was 
like in the old neighborhood. The tenement he had lived 
in, where his parents had died, had been replaced by a 
parking lot. There were new buildiiigs, antiseptic and 
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well-planned, but degenerating quickly because the ar¬ 
chitect had not plaimed for the kind of people who 
would live in them. 

Jake had strolled along the block and had stared at 
the kids, seeing himself in every one of them. Women, 
sprawled on the steps, knees up, arms crossed, had given 
him the hard, indifferent stare always turned on stran¬ 
gers. Clusters of men had grouped idly at the comers. 
Nothing he had known had been left. He had seen no¬ 
body he had cared about. That had been when he had 
signed on the freighter, and he had never gone back. 

Home was now the small house on the quiet street. 
Toots warming his belly while Jake listened to the morn¬ 
ing news on the radio. Angel singing outside the win¬ 
dow. Mary Bailey leaving a hunk of pie on the table, 
Tom planting a tree near the back door. 

Jake shook his head. It was almost three, he knew. A 
long time before he was due at Jinxsies, which was 
another part of home. He changed into his trunks, 
pulled his jeans on over them. 

Angel looked up as he passed her. **Hi, Jake,* she said. 

He stopped. “I’m going to the beach. You know where. 
If somebody calls me, you tell them.” 

“Sure, Jike. Angel Bailey, private secretary.” She 
grinned. “Expecting Elena?” 

“How did they ever name you Angel?” He laughed 
and went down the path. 

He ordered ham and eggs in the diner and more cof¬ 
fee, but hot this time. 

Rosita was writing a letter home to her husband in 
Cuba and clutching a rosary in her left hand at the same 
time. Juney had some new pictures of her lads. 

It was all friendly and familiar. Part of home, too. Jake 
told himself. But all the time in the back of his mind he 
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was thinking about Elena, wondering how he would 

manage to see her again. 

Jmxsie s was familiar, too. The ginger beard hunched 
over the chessboard, thick fingers hovering over a rcK>k. 

Terryjoe was at his usual table, braiding palmetto 
fronds. 

A couple of beach Idds studied the tunes on the juke- 

box so hard they seemed to be trying to read a Beetho- 

ven score. 

Jake took his place behind the bar, and opened a beer, 
and started waiting. 

He waited until his tension was too much for him. 
T^en he called over to Jmxsie, “Anybody phone for me?” 
Jinxsie said, “No, Jake, who you expecting?” Terryjoe, 
raising his thin face, said, “You know who, Jinxsie,” and 
then he looked down again at the palmettos. 

Jake drank his beer, grinned and resumed his waiting. 
Meanwhile he reread the certain page in the handbook 
for home bartenders he had found that afternoon in the 
drugstore. 

When customers began to throng the bar he put the 
book aside, snapped oflE beer bottle caps, passed out 
glasses, swabbed the counter and all the time he watched 
the door. 

It was late when Terryjoe called out, “Another, Jake.” 
That was unfamiliar. Jake did a double-take. “Anoth¬ 
er?” At the brief nod, he brought the bottle to the table. 
“I never saw you take more than two,” Jake said. Terry- 
joe was silent 

Jake ambled back to the bar, waiting, studying the 
mixings in the handbook for inexpert bartenders. 

He was lost in a waking dream... Elena moving to¬ 
ward him... her eyes wide... her mouth smiling.,. 
Slurred words drove away the image. 

Terryjoe was at the bar. He held out the empty bottle 
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and Jake took it, staring into Terryjoe’s suddenly drunken 

eyes, 

‘'She runs with a rough crowd, Jake ” he said. "You re 
a good guy, so somebody ought to tell you.” Terryjo© 
wavered on his feet, the palmettos crushed carelessly 
under his arm. "The one you're watching the door for, 
Jake. I know what they are. So I know what she is.” 

Jinxsie pushed himself back from the chess board* He 
put a thick arm around TerryjWs shoulders. "You going 
over to the hospital tomorrow?” he asked gently, 

“Next week ” Terryjoe mumbled. Then he squinted at 
Jake, “Tm telling you because you don’t know that kind. 
They walk on two legs, like men. But they re not men. 
At least I wouldn’t want them to be men. They re ani¬ 
mals, Jake. And their women are animals, too. She runs 
with that pack, Jake” 

“You ought to bum in,” Jinxsie said to the boy, 

But Terryjoe stared down at the counter, shoulders 
hunched, both hands clawed on the scored top. "Those 
animals are always around, sure. Every generation has 
tliem. That’s what people say. But this is the sick sixties. 
And the animals are taking ov^ now. Too much money, 
and not enough to worry about. Every kick before 
they're twenty, so they have to go looking for new kicks. 
The animals wearing men’s skins, and men s smil^, and 
driving down men’s streets. And nobody can touch them.” 
He looked up. “Know what I mean, Jake?” 

Jake nodded, looking into the tortured eyes, “I think I 
know,” But he was aware he didn’t. He was trying to be 
kind because he sensed that he was seeing a living night¬ 
mare in Tenyjoe. But he wasn’t sure of that, either, so 
he took the boy’s vision for drunken talk and, by the 
time Jinxsie had sent Terryjoe on his way home, Jake 
had forgotten all about the incident 
Because Elena was there. 
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Jake had not seen her come in. She was suddenly 
sitting at the end of the bar, on the same stool she had 
taken the night before. She was sitting there, doing her 
tilted smile, and tapping her long red nails. 

The anxious hunger he had been fighting all day be¬ 
came full-blown and compelling. He had to shift his 
eyes away from her. 

He saw that Jinxsie was leaning away from the chess¬ 
board as he watched and pulled the ginger beard. He 
saw a broken palmetto on the edge of a table. 

“Whiskey on ice, Jake," Elena said. 

Jake grinned and shook his head. His hands became 
busy. In a few moments, he set a glass before her. “Stmg- 
er, Elena.” 

She smiled. “You’ll spoil me.” 

“I was afraid you wouldn’t show up," he said softly. 

She raised the drink, eyes and lips making a silent 
promise. “I told you, Jake," 


And later the promise was kept. 

She picked him up a block from Jinxsie’s. They drove 
to the beach. 

She lifted her face to the moonlight "Let’s walk a 
little, Jake." 

^ He slid an arm around her waist, drawing her close. 
I forgot to mention thats a pretty red dress you’re wear¬ 
ing," he said. 

“Red for abandoned,” she whispered. She turned to 
him. “Oh, Jake, I’m so ashamed of myself. I swore I 
wouldn’t see you again after last night And then...” 
“No, don’t. I don’t care about anything Taut you, Elena." 
“Its not that easy, Jake." 

“We’ll make it easy.” 

1 was going to tell you—" 
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He refused to let her say it* He stopped her words with 
a kiss* 

For a moment she melted to him. Her slender body, 
the high breasts and the smooth curve of her hips, the 
long thighs molded to him and held. But when his arms 
tightened, she drew away, holding him off widi her 
palms against his che^t, “No, Jake " 

"Yes,^ he said softly, “Yes,*" He lifted her into his arms. 
He carried her up die beach from the surf to the dark¬ 
ness of the coconut palms. 

His fingers were quick and careless at her braids. 
The long silken hair, as it fell on her shoulders, caught 
glints of moonlight. His hands deftly disengaged the nar¬ 
row straps of the red silk, and she was still whispering, 
“Oh, no, no, Jake,* and her body writhed and struggled 
until he caught her in his arms and pressed her down 
and down and then she was lifting to him, the softness 
of the red silk crushed between them, and she was an¬ 
swering and asking.., 

Later, holding her in his arms, he whispered, “Maybe 
I was too rough for you. But that's in me^ too. And you 
might as well know it now. And that was how it had 
to be tonight.” 

She touched her finger to his scarred lip, 'Ton were 
more like a man who has this ” she said with the gesture. 

“But Tjn not always that rough, either.” His hands 
stroked her long thighs gently as if to prove his words. 
He laughed softly, bitterly. ‘Take when I got the cut in 
the first place ” 

"How. Jaker 

"Me, I was just an innocent bystander, drinJdng a beer. 
It was in Rio. The cantina was crowded, and two guys 
next to me tangled. The first thing I knew it was my 
beef, I had a beer bottle in my face, and was swearing 
through blood.” The rank smell of his terror was still with 
him. It would always be. 
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And tfien Elena's amis circled his neck, and her teeth 
nibbled gently at his throat “Jake, Til have to go back 
soon. But first?'' 

“First,” he agreed. 
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THREE 

The evening at Jinxsie’s was dull* Jake dipped glasses 
and stacked them and swabbed the counter for die tenth 
time. But again he was waiting. 

Elena had driven him to the Baileys the night before* 
‘^rU try to see you tomorrow,"" she had said* “You know 
rU try, Jake,” 

“You have to*” 

“If I can. Ifs not always possible. But if I don"t come 
for you, youTl know it's because I couldn"t, Jake,” 

“That won"t help*” He had already begun resenting the 
time wasted away from her, already begun to think that 
he would never see her again. He had pulled her to him 
for a last hard kiss* ‘Try, Elena* It s no good witiiout 
you” 

Now he was waiting* 

Jinxsie was at the second table, hunched over the 
chessboard* He moved a knight, said, “Oh, no you don't,"^ 
to the empty chair across from him, and moved the 
knight back. He pulled his beard, studied the chess- 

33 
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board and asked, ‘7^^^ watching the door for the 
Messiah, by any chance?” 

*‘No” Jake gnnned, *1 don't expect the Messiah here,'' 

‘Tfou never can tell. Don't laugh.” Thick fingers hov¬ 
ered over a rook “There more improbable pkces. 
You know, Jake, most people would say our kids are 
crazy. They're die misfits of this world. They work at 
anything they can get so they can live the way th^ 
want to, and they don't want mudi* A pad, a change ot 
shirt, a drink. They live a little, laugh a litde* I don't 
think they're crazy. That's why they hang out here, A 
lot of people think they are, but I don't So they come in 
every day and see me playing chess, and they know it's 
all right. There's going to be a tomorrow.” 

Jake cut in, “I know you're headed some place. Jinx* 
sie. But where?” 

"Now take Terryjoe, for instance. Did you know that 
when his fingers get tired making hats he sits down and 
makes himself a poem? And not a bad one, either ” 

Jake grinned. "I get it. You want to expand what he 
said to me last night That business about Elena and 
who her friends are.” 

Jinxsie shrugged. "I, personally, have nothing at all to 
say. It's none of my business and I don't know anytl^g, 
besides. But Tenyjoe thought it was worth getting him¬ 
self drunk for. Thought you were worth getting himself 
drunk for. He wanted to tell you about them. And he 
couldn't do it sober. So he had his three beers, instead of 
two. He only does that onc^ a month, when he goes to 
see his sister,” 

"Everything is very clear so far,” Jake said sourly, 

"It will never be clear. Texxyjoe's got a twin sister. 
They were studying up at the university in Miami. You 
know they're local folks, don't you?” 

"I didn’t know, but get on with it” 

The ginger beard opened in a wide grin. “You're get- 
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ting impatieiit, Jake " The beard dosed. Jinxsie resumed, 
serious again. “Anyway, the twins were waiting on tables 
to make a go of it. The sister got picked up by some 
guys she had known around for a while. The ‘them' Ter- 
ryjoe was telling you about# You see the type on all the 
playgrounds of the world. Kids who never worked a lick 
in &eir lives. Kids whoVe got everything and want more 
and nothing at the same time# Their parents pay them to 
stay away so the smell of what they do wont get too 
strong around home. You know the kind, don't you, 
Jaker 

“What about Terryjoes sister^ 

“They talked her into going on a party. It turned into 
a gang rape on one of the private keys in the bay# That 
was a year ago. She's been in and out of the hospital 
ever since. Mental hospital, I guess I should mention. 
They did things to her you wouldn't be able to think up, 
much less do. Sure, it was kept quiet. Money put the fix 
in and kept the cops out. Nobody paid, except with U.S. 
eagles. Only the girl did. And Terryjoe, too. He quit 
school, came home. When he can he visits his sister#” 
“Very rough,” Jake was quiet for a few minutes. Then 
he added, “Only what't it got to do with Elena?” 

“I don't know your girl. Never saw the face before last 
night. Never heard the name until you told me. Maybe it 
hasn't got anything to do with her. Maybe Terryjoe saw 
how she looks and put her in with “them.” Jinxsie 
shrugged, turned back to the chessboard. “If there's any¬ 
thing I hate more than a barroom philosopher, it's a 
saloon psychiatrist. But the kid thought it was worth 
getting dnink over, so I figured Td give you the score. 
Or what I know of it. You're mixing in dangerous com' 
pany. That's what he's trying to say ” 

Jake grinned, “rve been taking care of myself for a 
long time now,” he said# 

“And anyhow, we don't know, do we?” 
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“I don t care who she used to run with,” Jake an¬ 
swered 

"Used to?” 

Jake turned away* “It doesn’t matter anyhow.” 

It was too bad about Terryjoe’s sister, Jake told him¬ 
self, but none of it had anything to do with Elena. 

He glanced at the door. He wished it would open to a 
draft of dying night warmth, and to a slender body, and 
to a slow tilted smile. 

The bar slowly filled. The hghts of the jukebox glowed 

Jinxsie studied his chessboard. 

Jake worked and drank beer and answered die jokes 
that CBme his way and grinned. But most of all he wait¬ 
ed. 

He was still waiting when he and Jinxsie locked up. 
And after Jinxsie left him, Jake waited under the street 
light until he was fanuhar with every receding shadow, 
and then until dawn put a pale line around the build¬ 
ings toward the east. That was wh^ he turned for home. 
He was no longer grinning. 

He ignored the plaintive remark Toots made, Jake 
fixed himself a drink from the bottle he had rarely used, 
and sat down near the window. 

Toots leaped to his lap and snuggled, purring con¬ 
tentedly, 

Jake stroked her ears. He was still Hstening for die 
sound of a car when he fell asleep. 

He awoke with the sun in his eyes and his neck stiff. 

Toots was sleeping m the middle of the bed, next to 
a puffball she had clawed from the candlewick spread. 

Jake stretched and stood up, looking around the room 
as he peeled off his damp shirt. 

It was already hot, and the harsh sunlight made the 
worn rug look shabby and the drapes faded. 

He pulled on his trunks and jeans. He thought about 
shaving, told himself hell, no, and he left 
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It was early enough so Angejs place under his win¬ 
dow was still empty. He swore ^ himself ior checkiiig. 
He was not yet so frustrated that te had to d^^d on 
Angel. StiUj when he hedid the sound of her voice and 
the clatter of dishes as h© passed the kitchen window, 
he was comforted. 

He stretched out on the beach, allowing the hot clear 
sun to displace the tenseness from his muscles. He forced 
himself to relax. 

A thin whine broke the morning silence. He sighted 
along the smooth straight trunk of a coconut palm. Be¬ 
yond its waving green fronds he saw a tiny silver glint 
cut the blue fabric of the sky and leave a white wake that 
thinned out and disappeared as he watched. 

He sank back, covered his eyes against the glare of 
the sun. 

When the shadow moved over him, he swung to an 
elbow, began irritably, ‘*Now, listen, Angel—” and he 
stopped. 

Elena smiled. "Is that cute blond Hd my rival, Jake?” 

He hesitated, 

"How did you find me?” 

“My rival. She was reluctant, but honest. Maybe be* 
cause Mama was standing there and prompting.” 

"You didn't come last night.” 

"Not because I didn’t want to.” She smiled. A quick 
movement slid the white coolie coat from her shoulders, 
“Youre going to have to understand that, Jake. I told 
you.” 

She jerked off her hat and her black hair spilled down 
on her shoulders, the hair soft as velvet against her light¬ 
ly tanned skin. The tiny black bandeau underscored her 
high breasts. The brief triangle of the bikmi empha¬ 
sized her slim hips. 

“All right,” Jake said slowly, “I do understand. But 
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when the time comes, don’t do it that way. Don’t just 
disappear and leave me wondering. Don’t do that to 
me.” 


% 

Angel called, “Jake? You in?” 

He rolled over in bed, squinting at his watch. It was 
eight o’clock. Another day. He swore softly. “No, I’m 
not, Angel. I haven’t gotten back yet," he said. 

She laughed, a bright bird sound in the morning still¬ 
ness. "Come on, Jake.” 

“Come on where?” 

“The beach. It’s a perfect day.” 

He could imagine the beginnings of her pout, and her 
eyes flashing with teasing laughter. He sighed and sat 
up. “I don’t like company at the beach, and you know it” 

"And what about her? That Elena?” Angel demanded. 
“She’s company, isn’t she?” 

Go away,” Jake said, stifling a chuckle. “Tm asleep 
and 1 intend to stay that way.” 

The latch on the screen door rattled. “You’ve locked 
me out,” Angel cried. 

“You do catch on fast. Now let me flop back into my 
dream, will you, please, Angel?” 

“Of her?” 

“Angel!" 

“All right, Jake. All right” 

Her sigh was soulful, sad, dramatic. Soon the tuneless 
whistling began under the window. Angel on guard. 

Jake grinned and dosed his eyes and promptly forgot 

her. 

He turned his head on the pillow and caught the drift 
of Elena’s scent It was fading now, but it still had its 
magic effect. He could feel the long clean-limbed warmth 
of her beside him, see again the shining black hair, the 
glowing eyes, the sweet sad mouth, whispering, “Oh, 
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please, oh, please, oh, please,*" whispering against his 
lips until they conjoined in some far place, 

In ]mxsie\ JaJce had seen her cool, tilted smile, and 
her slender body moving under the white sheath, and j;iad 
told himself then, *1 want her^ The want was a disease 
that had to run its course, a hunger that had to be fed 
till satiety. 

It was three weeks since that first night. His room had 
become their home, She had lain in his arms and had 
whispered, lest the Baileys hear, ^‘I want you to know 
me, Jake. Not just the public face I wear'that everybody 
knows and judges, but my private face, too,*' 

“Then throw the public face away," he had told her. 
"It's my protection. So nobody will know.” 

He had laughed softly, "You have some deep and ter¬ 
rible secret?” and had added, "Besides me?” But when 
he had felt h^ begin to tremble, he had tighten^ his 
arms. "Then just wear your private face for me. It doesn't 
matter,” he had said. 

"It doesn't matter,” she had agreed. 

It was three weeks since that first night. She had never 
uttered her husbands name. Once she had said, “The 
man that fm married to.. " and she had stopped as 
if her tongue had touched acid—as if she had forgotten 
what she was going to say* 

Jake knew that her facade of assurance covered an 
inmeasurable mixture of sadness and joy and a vein of 
fear he did not reaHy understand. But now he no longer 
told himself, "I want her.” Now he said, “I love her.” 

Maybe because there was in her the bit of first love 
that a man always remembers, the way Jake still remem¬ 
bered Peg. She, too, had had black hair and widely 
spaced eyes. If she had had a diance to grow up, she 
might have faintly resembled Elena... 

Peg had been the girl who had lived downstairs. Jake 
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had heard her father yell at her and even then Jake had 
knovvTi why. So when she had come up, the fourteen- 
year-old length of her tight and grinning, he had been 
scared. He had a good three inches on her, as well as 
an important year, but he had still been scared. 

She had leaned on the door, staring at him "WonT 
you let me in, Jake?" 

‘^Nobody's home," he had said, stepping back* 
fixing the table leg " 

Peg had shrugged and tossed &e mane of her black 
hair. "I don't care " 

He had not known if she had meant she did not care 
what he was doing or about being alone with him. 

She had sat on the floor next to him and had seemed 
satisfied for a little while. 

He had kept sneaking looks at her legs. She had had 
her dress pulled up far enough so he could see her white 
thighs. 

'1 know something you don't know," she had said 
finally* 

“What?" he had asked. But he had known what Her 
tone had told him more than her words, 

“You'U have to make me tell" She had pinched his 
shoulder and he had shoved her away, grumbling that 
he wanted to work on the table. 

But Peg had dung to his arm and soon they had been 
rough-housing, rolling and tumbling in a tangle of arms 
and legs on the floor, the most innocent of beginnings* 
But then he had found himself staring down into her 
eyes. She had made a mouth at him and stuck out her 
tongue, so he had pressed his weight down on her hard 
and had tried to lass her lips. 

“If you do that, IH show you," she had whispered. 

But somehow they had both known what to show each 
other. Pegs small hard breasts had been in his now deft 
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hands, and the clothes that had been between them at 
first were gone, and she had thrashed up to him, with 
her eyes wide, her hands clinging. 

Now he remembered the swift hot triumphant exdte- 
ment, and her diildish voice gasping, “But you already 
knew, Jake,” and the tender love they had felt for each 
other then and after. 

They had tested and tasted that love and secured it 
wherever they could—under the stairs and in the base¬ 
ment and once even in the sunlight on the tenement 
roof. 

For Jake it had been a year of guilt and pleasure, but 
after a lumber truck had pushed Peg from one side of 
the slxeet to the other, ha had forgotten the guilt. Be¬ 
cause Peg had had to do all her living before she had 
turned fifteen. He was glad he had been able to give her 
what she had wanted. But she had gone. Which had 
been another reason there had been nothing left for him 
in the old neighborhood, another reason why the Bail¬ 
eys and Jinxsie’s were home to him ... 

Toots leaped to the bed, purring, and Jake rolled over* 
“All right, I know what you want,” he said. 

He pushed himself up and strode to the refrigerator. 
“You act right, and you get it,** he said, grinning, and 
then added, “Sometimes, Toots. Just rememb^ ^ 
"sometimes* and don*t be disappointed.” 

He watched the tiny pink tongue lap at thf 
milk, and he wondered where and how Elena hr 
love for the first time. He hoped she rememL 
sweetly because it was good to have good memories. 
And Jake wanted her to have everything good. 

That thought led, by contrast, to her husband, to—as 
she had called him—“the man I*m married to," to Charlia 
Able. 

Jake swore at himself and decided to shava 
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When he was dressed and had had a cup of stale 
coflFee he sfeaightened up the room* It was home now. 
Home for Elena and him* If she could, she would bring 
her own special glow to these wdls and drive iincertairi- 
ty out of the night, 

Angel was under the window as usual when he left 
She sat up, '^Aren’t you going to the beach, Jalce?" 

“Not todays 

“Whyr 

“I’m just not” He grinnedL “Am I interfering with your 
plans?” 

“And how.” She arose, pulling irritably at the ruffled 
blue suit, “I thought maybe we could settle down and 
talk. You're always running away these days. Mom even 
mentioned it.” 

“Did she?” He ducked his head and headed for the 
street without waiting for an answer* 

Sure, he thought. The Baileys would be wondering 
why. They heard the car pull up in the darkness and 
pull out in the dawn* They would want to meet Elena* 

Soon, he told himself. 


That night after he and JInxsie had locked up the 
"‘‘laoe, Jake stopped in an aU-night bakery and bought a 
Tiuxsie had gone home after his usual, “You 
0 wait around for a while?” Neither he nor 
'iad said anything more about Elena, although 
^es Jake had caught Jinxsie s eyes watching with 
worried look. They were friends and friends had rights. 
Jake was glad that neither Terryjoe nor Jinxsie pushed 
their claims, Jake would not have known how to defend 
himself with respect to Elena* 

He waited at the corner for her. 

Nothing happened. 
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Impatient, angry witli himself and with her, too, he 
thought, all right, don't make a federal case out of it* So 
she missed tonight* It means she had to. Don't act like 
youVe hooked on dope. 

He started down Duval Street* The skuH and cross 
bones leered at him from Jinxsie s. He saluted wryly and 
passed on. 

His head seemed still to be echoing with the rhythm 
of the twist from the jukebox and the rattle of beer 
bottle caps. The brisk click of heels behind him became 
a part of the tune. Then he heard his name. 

^Hoh, Jake? Is that you?" 

Rosita, the Cuban girl from the diner, was smiling up 
at him. She seemed quite different in the tight dark 
sweater, a gold cross glittering on her high breasts. 

"It's me, all right But I almost didn't know you, 
Rosita,” 

She giggled, “Si, in a white uniform all women look 
alike.” 

He started walking again and she moved along beside 
him. They talked uneasily. First of the weather, then of 
the beach and the town. 

Finally she said, "It is lonely here, this place.” 

“Maybe one of these days your husband will get out, 
too, and join you here.” 

She moved closer to Jake. He felt her big warm breast 
against his arm. 

“Si, yes, but now it is stiff lonely,” 

He reached his comer, and paused. 

She said, “Are you going home now?” 

‘TTes, Rosita ” He hesitated, then added, “But IT waffc 
you to your place first.” 

At her door, leaning close to him, peering up into his 
eyes, she said, “WiU you come in for a drink? I have 
some nice brandy, Spanish brandy.” She giggled. “Very 
strong, that Spanish brandy, Jake.” 
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She was very pretty, warm, iaviting. She was lonely 
and asking for only a brief escape. 

Momentarily he responded and wanted her. He felt 
the quick flame of hunger that leaped in him. Then he 
felt it die. He wanted Elena, to hold her, to talk to her, 
to make up for all the time they had wasted before they 
had known each other. 

He said very gently, “I’m sorry, Rosita. Another time.” 
He put the pie box into her arms. “Maybe you’ll like 
this. They have it in Cuba, too, don’t they?" 

He headed for home, remembering how Rosita looked 
when she wrote her letters to Cuba during the quiet 
spells in the diner. 



FOUR 

He heard the sound in his sleep. His dream mind mut¬ 
tered that it was another jet plane whining over on its 
way south. But the eraclde of gravel was not so msAy 
explained. He awakened and sat up^ knowing he had 
heard a car. At the first knock he threw the door open. 

Elena slipped inside, laughing softly. ‘‘Hullo, darling. 
Surprised? Did I wake youF* 

“You can do that any time,” he grinned. “Except if 
rd known you were coming, I wouldVe shaved.” 

She ran her hand over the stubble on his cheek. “I like.” 

“Want coffee, or a drink?” 

She stood very still suddenly. Her hands were 
clasped in the folds of her white chiffon skirt, “Do you 
really want to waste time on that now?” 

“No, I don’t But I feel I ought to offer, A roan 
wants to be polite, you know.” 

“You want to be.” Her smile tilted down. “I know 
many who wouldn’t care.” 

“Wrongos. Don’t think of them ” He swept her up 
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into his anns and carried her to the bed. *1 guess IVe 
been polite long enough.^ 

“Yesr she whispered against his throat “Oh, yes, 
yes. IVe been thinking of this all evening. IVe been 
dead too long, Jake. Now I want to be alive.*^ 

His hands worked gently at the shoulder ties of her 
dress, but then the gentleness was swept away in a wave 
of fierce hunger. He tugged at the billowing hem and 
she laughed. 

“Wait Jake, don't tear it,” She moved and then her 
satin smooth body was in his arms, the dress a pale blur 
on the floor, and he remembered somehow to say, "Get 
away from that Toots" with the proper authority in 
his voice, before he found Elena s mouth and lost himself 
in her breathless hungry losses. 

He moved over her, feeling the slow rhythm of her 
hips under him, and her tightening thighs, and he took 
her breasts in his hands, and she was arching up to 
him, and the quick fierce hunger drove him, made him 
rou^ and demanding, until she cried out "^Jake, don’t 
mark me, don’t let it show ” 

He felt the sudden break of die rhythm inside of him 
as if his heart and breath had stopped, and he heard him¬ 
self say in a deep harsh voice, “Maybe that’s what I 
want to do, Elena. Maybe I want him to know.” 

“Not now,” she cried. “Oh, please, Jake.” Her hands 
clawed his hips, and her body kept rising to his, rising 
and turning, and trembling. 

“Yes, now,” he said, moving slowly, slowly agsdnst 
her, deliberately hard, as if the thrust of his body would 
make her listen and understand. “I m not a sharing man. I 
want you for myself. I love you,” 

She neither moved nor spoke, then, but suddenly he 
felt as if he held an empty thing in his arms. The long 
satiny body he pressed seemed to have become cold be¬ 
neath him. 
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He took her face in his hands and felt her tears against 
his fingers, “1 mean it, Elena* I love yon!" 

Her arms circled him again* She said in a fierce 
angry whisper, “Jake, are you going to spoil everything?" 

For answer he bent his head and kissed her and held 
her lips captive and tightened his legs around her, 
moving to her until she gasped and clung to him* 

Later, they lay very still, side by side, only their 
hands touching* She whispered into the darkness* “Jake, I 
want you to promise me something*" 

"What, for instance?^' 

"Don’t ever let me hurt you, Jake*" 

He laughed softly, “Too late* The minute I fell in 
love with you I left myself wide open to anything that 
comes along. And don’t think I’m sorry for it, because 
I’m not," 

"Let me tell you, Jake, I saw you that first night, and 
I thought you looked so—so clean and strong and de¬ 
cent, Such a change from what I know. It was like see¬ 
ing a light in the middle of a black tunnel. I thought, 
weD, just once—to feel clean myself, it would be worth 
anything* And then, somehow, the first night wasn’t 
enough. I didn’t want to come back to you, but I did* I 
didn’t expect it to become important to you, too, Jake,” 
“It did, though* I want to marry you, I want you to 
leave your husband," 

She gasped, “Jake, don’t say that." When he turned to 
touch her, she cringed. “I mean it. Don’t.” 

He sat up and caught her by the shoulder. His voice 
had turned deep and harsh again* “I don’t like aU the 
mystery. What’s it all about, Elena? I want to know, 
"I told you, I thought it could be a sometime thing 
between us* That nobody would get hurt and nobody 
would—” 

"You aren’t answering me.” 

She took a long slow breath. Her shoulder quiv- 
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ered under his fisted hand. Charles Able wont 

ever let me leave him. I know that. I wouldn't even dare 
try." 

‘“Why?” Jake bit the word oflF as if it were a bloWi 

She trembled. Her answer was a gasp. 

He took her into his arms, held her tenderly, waiting. 

Finally she said, lips moving against his shoulder, 
"Charlie, the man Tm married to, he's not the kind of a 
man you’d ever understand, Jake. He doesn't want ma 
You must guess that. Else how would I ever manage to 
be with you as often as I do? No, he doesn't want me. But 
I have to be around, I m like his cars and houses and ev- 
erything else he owns. I'm property and I have to be tak¬ 
en care of and kept ready and there, just in case. In 
it happens to fall into his mind to remember me*" 

“He doesn’t want you?” 

“And never did, Jake,” Her mouth tilted down in a 
bitter smile. “How can I explain it when it will sound 
so crazy to a man like you. So like Charlie Able him¬ 
self, crazy,” 

“Is he psycho, Elena?" 

“Maybe, I don’t know. Or maybe he’s just spoOed 
by having too much and never working for it” 

Then she had no more words for the moment 

Again Jake held her, smoothing the loosened braids 
around her nestling bead. Again he waited. Finally, she 
picked up the thread: 

I was working for Charlie’s fadier, modeling fur coats. 
Charlie started dating me. He gave me the big rush. 
Old Mr. Able liked me, too. He thought I would be a 
steadying influence on Charlie. They had had a lot of 
trouble with him. They bought his way through college 
and out of more trouble than you’d ever imagine. Char¬ 
lie s tSventy-seven, but he’s old. He's got a young body 
but an old heart, an old soul, old senses. He started in 
at fourteen and got too much of everything, so now he’s 
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sick of everything. He even needs his sex special be¬ 
cause there’s no kick in it any more. But then, I didn’t 
know. He asked me to marry him and it seemed right. It 
was a beautiful wedding. Up to the minute when I was 
cutting the cake and Charlie stuck his hand out to Lou 
and said, ‘Okay, pay up. She married me. I told you she 
would, and she did. You owe me one hundred bucks.’ And 
right there, in front of me and everybody else, Lou 
Kendall paid off, and Charlie said, “What did I tell you, 
Lou?*” 

“Nice boys," Jake said sourly, trying to hide the side 
feeling he had. He could picture her, veiled in white, 
glowing and eager with the joy and eagerness fading 
while pride made her lift har chin and pretend she had 
heard nothing. But he asked, “Why didn’t you walk out 
then? You had the excuse all ready for you." 

“Because of old Mr. Able. I was going to, Jake. 
But he begged me so. Gave me the old song and 
dance about how Charlie was only a boy, and kidding, 
too. He’d grow up, Mr. Able said. And somehow it 
was all so convincing that I stayed. I went on that honey¬ 
moon with Charlie.’’ She took a deep shuddering breath. 
Tve wished a million times that I hadn’t. Charlie thought 
he was getting a virgin. He wanted a virgin. I didn’t 
know him then, not really, and I didn’t know enough even 
to pretend. He made that honeymoon a hell I’ll never 
forget. And he makes sure I don’t.” 

Jake started to speak, but she touched her fingers to his 
bps. There was one man before Charlie, Jake. I want 
to tell you about it." 

“You don't have to,” Jake said. 

Tt was when I was still home, in that tank town in 
New Hampshire. There was a man, much older than me, 
maybe he was fifty and I was sixteen.” 

Jake pictured her as sixteen, with her black hair long 
and shining on her shoulders, and her glowing widely 
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spaced eyes searcbing hungrily for life. Something in¬ 
side of him began to hurt. 

She went on, “He was the way Charlie is now. He 
wanted me because I was so young, so inexperienced. 
He imagined the eager flirtatious innocence of a young 
girl to be seductiveness, and he wanted to destroy, Jake. 
It was only to destroy. I didn’t know what all his little 
kindnesses were leading up to, until I woke up one night 
on his triangle sofa under the big picture window that 
looked out on the mountains. We had had a few dances, 
and two drinks, which was two too many for me thecj 
and the next thing I knew I'd been nearly tom apart. As 
soon as I finished school I went to New York because I 
wanted to forget all that. And I ended up being married 
to Charlie Able." 

Jake had been around the world five times. He had tan¬ 
gled in more ports than he wanted to remember with men 
who had managed somehow to anger him. But he knew 
he had never before felt the rage he did at that moment 
as he listened to Elena’s soft words fade away into the 
darkness of the room. 

He said hoarsely, “Leave him, Elena. I can’t promise 
you to give you as much as you have now. But yon’U 
never go hungry. Ill always take care of you.” 

I can t,” she cried. “Jake, I can’t ever leave him. Fm 
his property, and he won’t let me go. And if his father 
knew—no, Charlie won't ever let me go.” 

"You’ll be safe with me, Elena.” 

Don’t you know I want to be your wife? Every hour 
away from you is nothing, nothing to me, Jake. But I 
can’t” 

He saw the terror in her eyes and knew that she had 
not told him everything. 

He held her very tight “Then we take what we can 
get and be glad of it,” he said gently. 

But he placed no stock in that He had had all the 
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part-time sweethearts be wanted, all the hit-and-nm re¬ 
lationships men use to fill up the empty spaces in their 
lives. Elena would never become another one among the 
forgotten names. 

He had to move slowly, slowly, with her. That was die 
thing. She had known too many wrongos and now she 
was afraid.,. 


Jinxsie was pu ll ing his ginger beard and mumbling 
over his chess. 

Tenyjoe crouched over a piece of paper he had care¬ 
fully concealed under palmetto leaves. He licked the stub 
of a pencil before he wrote a few words. 

Juney and Rosita, off»shift from the diner, were at the 
bar. Jake listened to their teasing dialogue for his bene¬ 
fit, and grinned, but he took no part in it. He was watch¬ 
ing Terryjoe and remembering what Elena had said 
about Charlie Able. He was fitting together Terryjo's 
warning about Elena's friends with Elena's fear. The 
picture was too ugly for him to dwell on. He put it out 
of his mind, and took a beer. 

The door opened. A draft of hot street air moved in. 
And with it—trouble. 

Jake was experienced enough with men to recognize 
trouble instantly. He put his beer on the shelf below the 
bar and watched the two men make their way be¬ 
tween the tables. They were both gliding, high-flying 
drunk, but they managed it to the bar and sank on the 
stools, their eyes glazed. 

They were, Jake knew, way off their usual beat 
Their resort clothes were expensively designed and cut 
They were both in their late twenties and carried them¬ 
selves with the casual arrogance that meant they expected 
the world to drop to its knees before them. 

Plainly, both men belonged in the bamboo and can- 



52 OFFSHORE RESORT 

die light confines of the Bali Hai or tiie Victorian 
plush of the Outrigger where the handling of rich 
drunks by the staff had been practiced to a fine art. 

But Jiuxsie’s world was not much for going on its 
kne^. Which was why Jake expected trouble. 

He waited. 

Jinxsie raised his head, looked, then concentrated on 
the ch^sboard. 

Terryjoe buried his face in his folded arms as ff he had 
seen something he could no longer tolerate. 

Juney and Rosita giggled and sat up straightear, thrust¬ 
ing their high breasts even hi^er, in hope. 

Jake could have told the girls they were wasting 
their time in case they had anything more in mind than a 
few free drinks. These men were too far gone for sex, 
except as conversation. 

The bigger of the two said, "So give us a drink. 
What are you waiting for?” He pounded a thick, soft 
hand on the bar. "A drink, man.” 

"A drink, man ” the slender blond one echoed. 

“It looks to me as if youVe already had more than 
enough for two men between you,” Jake said with a grin 
that he had to force. 

“Nobody asked for your opinion,” the big one snarled. 
He had straight^ sandy hair, a heavy jaw, a forehead that 
jutted over thick dark brows and old-looking brown eyes. 
His mouth was soft, pink, petulant as a six-year-old"s. 

“That*s right,” the slender one agreed, fingering a 
gold Phi Beta Kappa key that dangled from a gold 
chain under his open-throated sport shirt and staring at it 
in awa “Nobody asked you” His eyes, the color of 
watered-down blue ink, met Jake’s, then wavered away 
to pause at Rosita and Juney. 

Though his hands became fists under the bar, Jake 
again forced a grin. “Well, somebody’s asking something. 
And that’s me. WhatH you have?” 
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^'Stinger,'' the big man said ^^Make it four. Ri^^ 
Lou?^ 

"Right, Charlie “ 

Jake’s grin faded. The scar on his upper lip turned dark. 
He moved quickly to the fixings and busied himself over 
the drinks. He made them as light as he dared and doc¬ 
tored them with bitters. 

Charlie and Lou, Jake thought 

Charlie Able and Lou Kendall. 

It was a distasteful thought to link these two men to 
Elena. But they were linked. 

The big man had bet a hundred dollars that he could 
win Elena for his bride. The small one had paid his debt 
over an uncut wedding cake. 

Jake shot a look at the spoiled child’s face over Char¬ 
lie"’s thick masculine body. He tried not to think of El^ia 
in those soft heavy arms. 

His mind raced sickeningly over the possibilities. They 
might have guessed, Charlie and Lou, or learned, 
and come here to check on Elena. Or to look Jake 
over. They might be waiting for her now. Or they could 
have wandered in by accident Key West was small 
enough so that could easily happen. 

“Come on, bud. You've stalled enough." That was 
Charlie. "We’re running dry. Aren’t we, professor?" 

’The name is Jake Denton," he said evenly. He put 
the four glasses on the bar, two for each, and wished they 
were filled with arsenic. 

Charlie emptied his, 

“Get a load of that at the end of the bar,” Lou said, 
leering at Rosita and Juney. 

Charlie made a disgusted sound through pursed pink 
lips. “You'll take a load of anything. They’re both old 
bags. Who’d want them?^ 

Jake took a deep breath. Ha glanced at Jinxsie's bent 
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bald head apologetically before he said, “Don't insult my 
friends." 

Charlie's big head reared up. "What?" 

“You came in here to drink stingers. Drink tTr^m . 
Don’t insult my friends. That’s not part of the service 
here,” Jake put out his hand. “That’ll be four dollars 
please.” 

“Crying out loudl Can’t we even drink them first?” 
Lou demanded. “We look like we’re going to crawl 
out the window in the can, or somethmg?” 

Jake stood there, his hand out, looking not at Lou, 
but at Charlie, whose blood-shot ancient brown eyes 
met his clear light ones and shifted. 

Charlie dropped the money on the bar, grinning sud¬ 
denly, “We’ve be«i thrown out of better places than this 
And I guess that’s not saying much,” 

“Then that’s the places you ought to go to," Jake said. 
He smiled without friendliness, and the scar pulled his 
upper lip flat. Suddenly he appeared angry and danger¬ 
ous and hungry for trouble. 

Charlie and Lou muttered between themselves and 
finished their drinks. 

“Another round,” Charlie said finally. 

But Jake walked around the end of the bar. When he 
passed Charlie's stool, he hooked a foot in the bottom 
rung. The stool tipped, and Charlie tipped with it. He 
fell, dragging Lou down with him, whfle Jake made a 
fake pass at catching them and shoved them further off 
balance. 

Jake bent over them, helping them up, talking swiftly 
and soothingly. He eased them to their feet, and stood 
tween them. Still talking, he edged them between tiie 
tables and toward the door. 

When they were gone, he let out a long sigh of 
relief mixed with regret. He would have enjoyed letting 
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a little blood, but that would not have accomplished any¬ 
thing except to wreck Jinxsie's place. 

He returned to the bar, 

Jinxsie grinned mockingly, ** Tou boys sure had enough 
for one night. Better get home and sleep it off before 
you get yourself hurt. When a man can't sit on a stool, 
then its time for him to lie down/'* The ginger beard 
moved, “Jak^ the silver-tongued. I didn^t know you had 
it in you.*' 

Terryjoe raised his streaked blond head, said, 

Jake knew he was ready for his second bottle. He 
opened one, and took it, with his own, to the table, and 
put it into Tenyjoe's hand. 

He saw Teiryjoe's fingers tremble, Jake asked, '"What^s 
the matter?” 

*The smell,” Tenyjoe said, and he took a long, long 
pull of the beer, ^But it's gone now.” He picked up the 
stub of pencil, liked it and began to write, 

Jake stood betw^n Jinxsie and Tenyjoe, and drank his 
own beer. 

“I knew you were good at handling that kind, but for a 
minute there, I thought powl" Jinxsie said, still studying 
the chessboard, 

Jake grinned. He had no intention of explaining about 
Charlie and Lou. He said, ^or a minute, I thought 
pow myself. But if theres an easy quiet way, why take 
a hard one?” 

“Some people like to take a hard one,” Jinxsie pushed 
the chessboard away. “If you get me a beer. Ill join you,” 

While Jake was behind the bar he set Juney and Ro- 
sita up to fresh drinks. “On the house,” he said. “The last 
ones were pretty sour.” 

Rosita touched the gold chain at her throat as if for re¬ 
assurance, “Jake, am I an old bag?” 

He grinned at her. “Hell, no. And you'll never be 
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one” He looked at Juney, “Which also goes for you.” 
Then he brought Jinxsie his drink. 

“Yes ” Jinxsie said. “Some people like to take the hard 
one. Like that big baboon you just shifted out of here. 
I was wrong about him, I guess. But I’d have sworn 
he’d swing first and ask questions when he woke up. He 
had that hard-nosed look.” Jinxsie grinned. "On the other 
hand, so have you." 

“He was too drunk to catch on,” Jake said, "and too 
druiA to worry about it. And as for me”-the scar pulled 
Jake’s upper lip—“well, you know how it is. I'm not 
in a hurry any more. I’m peaceable because I can be. I’ve 
taken my knocks and given some, and most people can 
see it when they look. So I’m past the proving-it stage, 
if you know what I mean.” But he thought, still regret¬ 
ful, that he had missed a fight he would have enjoyed. 

“I know, all right.” Jinxsie took the empty bottle from 
his mouth. “Do it again, will you, Jake? And then go take 
it easy. Enjoy it while it lasts.” 

Jake’s light eyes swept from the ginger beard to the 
bald head. Then he scanned the dim room, "You make 
it sound like it wont," he said finally. 

Jinxsie shrugged. "You been reading the papers 
lately?" 

“No.” Jake opened a new bottle, brought it back to 
Jinxsie. He was going to ask what about the papers, 
but a group of lads came in and he gave them the Coca 
Colas they asked for, and stayed to pass a few moments 
talk with Juney and Rosita. In passing he noticed a pair 
of giant water bugs edging their way from under one 
shadow to another, and he squashed them with more than 
the usual enthusiasm while he thought of Charlie and 
Lou. 

It was just a little while after Rosita tipped her 
curly black head, saying wistfully, “Adios, Jake. Until 
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tomorrow^” and Juney grinned, home and Mds. See 
you at the diner ” that Elena appeared* 

The first thing Jake felt when he saw her was the 
most deep and tense relief he had ever experienced in 
his life, Elena was here, but Charlie and his puny side¬ 
kick were safely gone. 

The second thing he thought was so quiclc’^nd com¬ 
plicated he would have been unable to verbalize it. But 
the matter had to do with him and Elena. She had fig¬ 
ured out the way for them to be together for good* 

Her cool smooth public face had vanished. Her eyes 
and mouth glowed as if wanned by a hundred kisses. The 
careful twist of the braids were soft, and tendrils of curls 
dipped to her brow. 

She perched on the stool like a butterfly ready to sail 
into space at the slightest breeze, “Oh, Jake,'' she 
cried. “Oh, Jake, guess what IVe done?” Her slim white 
hands reached for him over the counter. 

He wondered if Charlie and Lou would return. He 
wondered if he should warn her. But he was unwilling 
to flaw her joyful excitement. He bent to her, smihng* 
‘Tell me, ‘ 

Tve got you a job, Jake," 

His hot expectation cooled. “But I already have one, 
Elena ” he said* 

“So we can be together, Jake,” she went on, as If he 
said nothing. 

Beyond her white shoulder Jake saw Jinxsie pulling 
at the thick ginger beard, Terryfoe staring into space and 
a huddle of sun-streaked heads at the juke box. Jake 
waited until a toirid rhythm filled the comers of the 
room. Then he smiled at her, “You lost me on the last 
turn,” 

“There's a private club, Jake, A place called the 
Flamingo, It's on a key just off the mainland. The 
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manager is named Bob Steele. He said he’d take you 
on.” 

“But why should he?” 

Her mouth tilted down. "He owes me a favor or two, 
and Charh'e has bought that place three times over. 
It’s our hangout." 

“And that’s where you want me to work? Where 
you and Charlie spend all your time?” 

Some of the bright glow was fading from her eyes. She 
said, “Darling, you don’t understand, and you won’t listen 
to me.” 

He started to answer her, but a couple of kids ap¬ 
proached the bar for beer. He served them and then re- 
jomed Elena. He said, ‘Tm trying to listen, Elena." 

“Charlie doesn’t care what I do, Jake, so he won’t 
be watching. The only thing he wants is for me to be 
around, Tve told you that. And we don’t have to make it 
obvious, do we? If you’re around—” The husky voice 
broke, “Oh, Jake, don’t you see? If you're around, you’ll 
make my whole life different. And it’s a daytime job. 
Well be there all day, you and me, and then we’U have 
the nights. You won't be tied up here till so late. Jak^ 
think about it” 

I m thinking.” His eyes traveled the length of the dim 
room. The famihar crowd, the familiar music were home 
to him. 

“You can at least talk to Bob Steele, can’t you?" she 
said. 

TU talk to him.” 

“It’s a good job. At the poolside bar. I don’t think it 
pays a lot But surely more than here. And—” 

He grmned, “You make a pretty persuasive salesman. 
But your ace-in-the-hole is the one you mentioned first 
You’ll be there.” 

“Then you’ll do it?” she breathed. 

He wanted to say yes but something held bim hack. 
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“ITl go out and see Steele tomorrow.'* She made as if 
to rise, and he contmued quicldy, “Stick aroimd if you 
can. It's late. We’U close soon ” 

“I can ” She made a mock Mss, and he almost bent 
forward to make it real. “Charlie's home in bed,” she 
said, “Dead drunk and out like a light He made the 
scene on Duval Street with Lou ” 

So Jake told her finally* “I know. They were in hera 
I wondered for a while if he knew about me. I was very 
nearly wishing he did.” 

She stared at him from und^ dark lashes. “If you're 
going to spoil everything—” 

He grinned agam. “Relax. It seemed pretty funny, 
though. And I admit I was tempted, but I let it go ” 
She shook her head. “Charlie does that every once in a 
while. He gets tired of the Flamingo and the tony places 
down the road. He goes what he calls quail hunting in 
town then.” She said it softly, without bitterness. 
“Who's this Kendall type who runs with Charlie?” 
“The professor. That's Charlie's shadow ” Her mouth 
twisted. “They're old roommates from school. Charlie just 
barely made it, I dent know, the old man was so deter- 
iriined, maybe he bought Charlie a diploma, just as he’s 
bought Charlie everything elsa But Lou was cUfEerent. 
He was bright. He had a straight top record all the way 
through. That’s what they tell me anyhow. He never did 
anything with it, of coursa Except to wear it around his 
neck on that Phi Beta Kappa key he loves to show off. 
Lou is Charlie’s court jester and gets paid for it. That's 
how come he lives in cream. They're always together. The 
professor was one of the noticeable attractions on my 
honeymoon.” Her eyes slid away from Jake. “I hate Lou 
Kendall, Jake.” 

Jake griimed sourly. “It wouldn't be hard to do ” 



FIVE 

Soon Jinxsie shoved the chessboard away and stood up, 
splitting his beard in a wide yawn. That was the signal 
to close. 

The kids starting gulping their drinks. The jukebox 
reached the end of a record and obediently turned dark. 
Terryjoe gathered up his crumpled paper, stubby pencil 
and half of a palmetto hat He left without saying good 
night to anyone. 

Jake hurried to clean up behind the bar, his hands 
busy with the usual chores, but his eyes on Elena watch¬ 
ing him and his mind busy with the prospect of the job 
where he could be with her every day. 

The three—Jinxsie and Elena and Jake—closed up die 
place together. 

Then Jinxsie turned away, saying, **Good night, Idds, 
Be careM.” 

Jake knew that somehow, some time, Jinxsie had 
changed his mind about Elena, The tender voice had 
carried the stamp of approval. 

Elena, unaware, answered with a cool, “Good night" 
60 
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her assured maslc in place* But as soon as Jinxsie had 
gone, she demanded, “What did he mean ‘B© careful,' 
Jaker 

“Nothing, At l^t he didn't think he did* But he has 
a way of saying things that make sense- Even when he 
doesn't know it*"* 

“You like him ” she said soWy. 

“He's a friend*” Jake took her arm. “Want to ride?” 

“I want to swim ” 

“That's aHr he grinned, 

“No, that's not all ” she answered wxA a hit in her 
voice that made the words a song* 

They used her car. She snuggled against him while he 
drove. She had her eyes dosed. He felt her hps move on 
his shoulder when she whispered, ^‘Jake, do you talk 
about me to him?” 

Jake had been thinking about the prospective interview 
at the Flamingo. He said, “Talk about you with who?" 

“Jinxsie” 

Jake laughed* “You think Tm a fifteen-year-old kid who 
has to brag about his conquests? You think you're some 
weekend pickup to me I pass on to the other boys?” 

“He knows, Jake.” 

"Whatever he knows, he guesses. And that's all. And 
whatever he guesses he'll keep to himself until hell freez¬ 
es over and melts again,” 

“But he doesn't like me.” 

Jake slanted a look at her. Her eyes were open and anx- 
ioiis. He touched her cheek lightly, "Youre all wrong. 
You were just accepted into the fold.” 

“No,” she said. 

He hesitated, but he knew he would have to answer 
her. Finally he said, “It has nothing to do with you, 
Elena* Jinxsia just doesn't much like the crowd you run 
with. He says they've got boo much money and don't 



62 OFFSHORE RESORT 

know what to do with it, among other things* He says 
they live for kicks ” 

"And that boy with the snn-streaked hair? The one that 
looks at me with dead eyes?” 

“Terryjoe?” Jake pulled the car to the edge of the high¬ 
way and stopped. He took Elena into his arms. "And that 
has nothing to do with you, either* Tenyjoe*s sister 
was gang-raped by a bunch of Hds up in Miami Beach 
last year. They messed her up good ” He felt Elena shud¬ 
der. "She never got over it. And neither did he. The kids 
were rich, spoiled, down here for kicks.” 

"The crowd I run with,” Elena breathed and shud¬ 
dered again. 

“Forget it. It*s got nothing to do with you.” 

"But it has ” she said. 

He rasped a quick, “What do you mean by that?” and, 
"Did Charlie Able have anything to do with that deal?” 

“Jake,” she said, and she drew away from him. “I didn’t 
mean that. I don't know anything about the girl. If 
Charlie was in on that, he kept it away from me* But 
his not telling me would be odd. He would be more likely 
to brag than to hide it. We were in Miami Beach last 
year, and then we moved down here* I know that much. 
But maybe all the spice died after what happened and 
that’s why we came ” She took a deep breath. "I only 
meant that it does have something to do with me be¬ 
cause your friends are right about the people I run with. 
If you want to put it that way,” 

Jake's arms closed around her. "I'm not putting it any 
way.” 

"Im with those people because I have to be. The rest 
of it is right. You might as well know. If you do work at 
the Flamingo you’ll see it. YouTl see what they’re like" 

“It’s got nothing to do with us ” H© kissed her nose, 
"Let’s go swim,” 

They left the car parked in the shadows, Jake loosened 
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the pins in her heavy braids with slow careM concentra¬ 
tion and drew them down, ruiming his fingers through 
the shining fragrant waves. He slid the light sheath she 
wore over her head, and fiicked her slender body to him, 
but she laughed and broke away. 

She fied through the moonlight, a quick white shadow 
that seemed to pull the heart out of him and after her. 

He stopped just long enough to rid himself of Ms 
clothes. Then he caught her at the shoreline, and they 
fell together into the warmth of the water, making surf of 
the quiet tide. 

For a little while they were like children playing at 
mermaid and man. Then her long hair was the silken net 
that took Mm closer and closer, until at last he caught 
her to him, and she raised her face and clung to him. 

Later, wrapped in a blanket, she lay against Ms chest, 
breatMng in small contented sighs. didnt thmk I could 
ever be as happy as this, Jake ” 

‘'One of these days youH be happier still.* 

She turned her face in Ms shoulder, ^ake, when you go 
out to the Flamingo tomorrow, you'll keep an open mind, 
won't you?" She laughed. T mean, youTl take the job<* 

T have to thkik about it, Elena.* 

“But why? I want to know now. I want to start enjoy¬ 
ing it now * 

Listening to her, he knew what quality she had in 
common with Pag. They were both women who felt that 
they had to live for the moment they were in, as if it 
were the last moment they would ever experience.. 

He sMvered, His arms tightened around Elena. 

Peg had been right to feel that way. Maybe Elena was 
right, too. 

He said gently, “It's just another day. One more.* 
“You re not really worried about trouble, are you?* She 
raised her glowing eyes. “Oh, Jake, just to be able to 
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look up, and see you there. To know you belong to 

me... 

“Fm not thlnkiiig about trouble for myself. I can take 
very good care of me, and don’t you ever forget it. I’m 
wondering about maybe putting you in a bad spot,” 
‘‘We can be careful, Jake. It’ll be easier than you know. 
And with all that goes on out there, nobody wih be pay¬ 
ing any attention to us,” 

“Charlie pays attention to you,” Jake said with a tight 
grin. 

“Only to show me off to anybody who hasn’t met his 
wife. I have to put in my appearance and then I’m 
through for that particlar turn ” She made it sound like 
a striptease. 

Jake thought of Jinxsie’s plaee. It was home. But Elena 
took precedence. He knew he would never tell her no. 

He put his lips against hers and said softly, “Say ‘huUo, 
darling’ to the new bartender at the Flamingo ” 


But Jake wished, when he saw the low pale blue build¬ 
ings on Flamingo Key, that he had not committed him¬ 
self so easOy. 

He had shaved widi care, worn a crisp shirt with his 
jeans. He had bmshed his mahogany-colored hair and 
inspected his nails twice—all in an effort to make a good 
first impression. 

Angel was at her post when he left 

She flipped her blond pony-tail at him. “Hi, Jake, 
where are you going so early?” 

“To see about a job, Angel.” He was somehow gjad of 
an excuse to linger. 

“A job? But you’ve got a job. Why do you want anoth¬ 
er one?” 

He shrugged and lied cheerfully, “For the same reason 
people always want other jobs. To better myself.” 
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^ou couldn’t be better ” she grinned. 

‘Tfoure prejudiced.*' 

She widened her slanted brovm eyes. ^‘Why notP** 

He could, at the moment, have given her two or three 
good reasons why not. But he kept his mouth shut 
"Where’s the job?” she wanted to know. 

“A place called the Flamingo ” 

"The Flamingo?" Her voice climbed with each sylla¬ 
ble. She grinned with excitement, “Why, Jake, that's ter- 
rifio-that's just wonderfid-the Flamingo's the creamiest 
place in the keys. Everybody wmts to go there, and 
hardly anybody can get in. And youTl be there every 
day, all day ” 

"Working there," he said gently. “That’s slightly dif¬ 
ferent ” 

"YouTl be there. The Flamingo," 

T gather youVe heard about it" 

Tleard about it? Everybody’s heard about it" She gave 
him a pleading look, “Listen, Jake, youTl let me come 
out and visit you some time, wont you? Just so I can 
see what it’s like. For a little while, I mean " 

"I haven't got the job yet, AngeL" 

"Oh, but you’ll gat it, all right" She paused. “Jinx- 
sie's won't be able to do without you, Jake " 

“He just keeps me on out of the goodness of his heart. 
H© can run his place blmdfolded without me." 

“But he won't want to " 

Jake blessed her loyal little heart. 

Toots saved him from having to answer. She came 
with her cat's stealth through the hollyhocks and took a 
tiger leap to Angels should^. Muttering a goodbye into 
their duet of meow and purr, Jake made his escape. 

He stopped for br^kfast at the diner, Rosita fussed 
over serving him. "Good morning, Jake. The same as al¬ 
ways, rf?" and, when he nodded, she was off for steaming 
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coffee, and calling out, “Ham and eggs for Jake ” which 
meant, “Go heavy, he’s a friend ” 

When she brought the food, she giggled. “Juney^ she 
has a headache today ” Jake grinned his sympathy. Ro- 
sita touched the smaR spitcurls over her ears. “I have 
no headache " and she sighed. "I want to bed early.’" 

When he had finished, Jake caught a bus on Truman 
Avenue. The driver let him off at a dusty unpaved side 
street, and pointed. “You go straight down here. First 
you’ll see a mess of Cadillacs. Take another look and 
you 11 see the dock and the launch. If the boat’s not 
there, just wait. It’ll be along soon,"" 

Jake reached die Cadillacs and paused to admire the 
shining fleet. Then he stepped on to the dock. The boat 
turned out to be a beautifully kept Chris-Craft, with 
colored banners dancing on the lines, and a white flag 
bearing a pink flamingo at the bow, 

Jake’s way was barred until he explained to a crewman 
that he was seeing Bob Steele about a job. Then he 
was waved aboard. The crewman explained, “This is a 
genuine private club, you know. It’s worth my job if a 
stranger gets on that island. There’s only one way in and 
that’s with me.” He winked, “They got their reasons, I 
guess.” 

“Sure,” Jake grinned, "I guess so ” 

The trip took less than fifteen minutes. There was only 
one dock. The attendants obviously doubled as guards* 
Thick mangroves lined the shore. It was plain a boat 
could land at the dock, and only at the dock, on Flamin¬ 
go Key, 

When Jake stepped ashore amid the profusion of ban¬ 
yan trees and exotic flowers and saw the low pale blue 
buildings of the Flamingo Club, he realized he would 
feel out of place, no matter what he wore or how care¬ 
fully his hair was combed. 

The crewman had told hiiri to follow the path up to 



OFFSHORE RESORT 67 

flie main building. He walked through the lush grove 
to more lush lawns. 

There was a scattering of brightly colored umbrellas on 
a front patio before the glass walls of the main lounge. 

Inside, Jake asked for Bob Steele. 

Jake waited, growing more and more impatient, for 
twenty minutes. 

Then Bob Steele came bustling from a side ofSce. Ho 
was a short slick man whose flat-white face might have 
been dipped in flour. He had black patent-leather hair 
and a body which under its neat sport shirt, blue polka- 
dot bowtie and tapered slacks, seemed utterly boneless. 

Jake thought contemptuously that Bob Steele had the 
air of a pimp. 

But Jake explained politely enough and Bob Steele 
nodded, white face full of knowledge, ‘'Oh, yes, Mrs. 
Able said you'd be around.** Then he mentioned sal¬ 
ary and hours, and finished in a petulant voice, “You 
are an experienced bartender, aren't you?** 

Jake visualized his well-thumbed handbook of drink 
recipes and the rag imder Jinxsie’s counter. He knew how 
to use both efficiently. He grinned, “Sure. Just show me 
the bottles and glasses and ITI show you.” 

“That can wait for later. There are a few other 
things” Bob Steele said. He rocked on his toes. “I 
mean, well, for instance, you better wear a white shirt 
Jeans are okay* Women like them. They think they're 
masculine or something.” Bob gave an unexpected gig¬ 
gle. His red-rimmed eyes fiicked at Jake's shoulders. “But 
a white shirt, definitely.” 

Jake managed to resist his impulse to put a tempted 
blow on Bob Steele's mouth. 

Instead he said, “Okay, white it is. What more?” 

“I might as well tell you now.” Bob stopped* “Let's go 
out and give you a look at the setup,” 
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Jake followed him through the terrazzo-floored hall¬ 
way. 

A small redhead whose big breasts spilled from a nar¬ 
row bildni top, and whose narrow hips were cinched in a 
brief pink triangle, pranced by, stopped and turned. "Hi, 
Bob. A new member?” 

“Nice day, iSRt it, Mrs, Marcello?” Bob asked breath¬ 
lessly, 

“I don't want to talk about the weather* New mem¬ 
ber?” she persisted. "I hope so. WeVe been hard up for 
fresh material around here lately,” 

“New employee” Jake said and grinned, because it 
looked as if Bob would never answer and tlie two men 
would never move out of range of her suggestive eyes. 

“Welcome aboard,” she cried with what Jake thought 
an excess of enthusiasm, considering the circumstances. 
She disappeared into the lounge, hips swinging in an 
exaggerated sweep, but reappeared almost instandy. “Tm 
looking for Leila, Bob,” she said, “Have you seen her?” 

“No, I haven't, Mrs. Marcello.” 

"Find her and send her to me. Ill be waiting in the 
cabana. And get us some drinks out there, too. We'll 
need them.” 

Bob turned away, muttering under his breath what 
Jake identified as curses. 

“That's one of the things I feel I ought to teU you,” 
Bob said at last, ‘TDenise Marcello and her friends. 
They are the angles, maybe I should say curves, to this 
job. You tend bar, sure. But youre also very nice to the 
ladies. To aU of them in spite of any special interest 
you might have. The ladies like a little or a lot of flirt¬ 
ing. And it also sweetens your tips, so it shouldn’t be 
too hard.” Bob tilted his head. His red-rimmed eyes swept 
Jake. “On second thought, it shouldn't be too hard any¬ 
how, should it?” 

Jake was about to teU the white-faced man where to 
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stick his fob when Elena emerged from a cabana be¬ 
yond a row of colored sun umbrellas that dong together 
like a scrambled rainbow at the pool side. She seemed 
cool and self-confident, her mouth tiltmg down in a 
haughty half-smile, her braids wrapped in a coronet 
around her small head. 

Somehow, as Jake watched her, he understood her as 
he never had brfore. Her axjl assurance was the public 
face she wore to hide her hurt. The hurt of being Mrs. 
Charlie Able whom she did not want to be, but 
from whom she did not dare free herself. Indifference 
was the shield she used to separate herself from people 
she abhorred. 

Jake forgot all about throwing away the job when he 
saw her smile begin to glow as she caught sight of him, 

^'Another thing," Bob was saying, ‘"You're like the 
three monkeys. You hear no evil, see no evil, tafic no 
evil No matter what you stumble on, or who you 
stumble over, you just forget all about it for good. Right?" 

“Thats easy. I never was much of a talker," Jake 
said, watching Elena settle herself on a beach chair. 

“And no matter what, you don't answer back, or get 
smart. No dotmybrooks here. Verbal, or otherwise. 
You get along, if you follow me. These people are 
here for a good time, and they pay for it, and they expect 
it. So you're nic^ to them. To the women, and to the men, 
too" 

“I'm nice to everybody," Jake said. 

“In this place, you might not find it so easy." Bob 
turned from the glass wall, “A job like mine, you pretty 
soon begin to hate the human race. See too much of the 
wrong side of it, or sometbingr 

Jake gave him a quick glance. The words were in- 
congruous with the impression the man projected. But 
Jake had no time to speculate on the discrepancy. 

Bob was saying, “It's yours if you want it. And I 
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guess you do, else you wouldn’t be here. So I’ll see you 
tomorrow. I can introduce you around then." 

Jake nodded, and started to walk away. 

Bob called, “Hey, you taking the job or not?” 

“Sure. Like you said, I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t 
want it" 

But Jake was far from being so sure when he told 
Jinxsie about it that night 

Jinxsie massaged his bald head. “Jake, are you sure 
you know what you’re dorng?*" 

“I think so." 

“You got a job here. Why go out to the Flamingo? 
It’s got a name like a cesspool.” 

Maybe thats where I belong,” Jake said sourly, 

"Don't give me that.” Jinxsie bent over the chess table, 
sighing. “Well, you can always come back here. When 
you get fed up there.” 

“What’s wrong with it besides having too much 
money?” 

It s not too much money that wrecks people, and don't 
you ever forget it. It’s what the people are to begin 
with. So maybe you’ll make a million dollars at the Fla¬ 
mingo, though I doubt it, but you’ll still be you. Maybe 
you’ll take a file to some of the rough edges, but you'll 
Still be you,** 

Jake grinned and changed die subject “If you need 
more time to get somebody, I can stall them. It s not giv- 
ing you much notice ” 

“Who's going to get somebody? Fm saving your place 
for you." Jinxsie's beard split in a grin. “I don’t like what 
your© doing, I think you're wading into muck over your 
head. But Ill wait* YouTl see it yourself and be back.” 
He fondled the red queen on the board, “Maybe yon 
don't know that yet, but I do” 

For a last night at Jinxsie's it was a bad night be* 
cause it was so good. 
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The crowd had never been more gay, nor easier to 
get along with. 

The music seemed to have a special sound. 

The giant water bugs stayed out of sight in the 
shadows. 

The candles fliclcered and danced, maldng graceful sil¬ 
houettes. 

Terryjoe at last recited a poem. 

Jinxsie had told nobody that Jake was leaving. Jake 
was glad—the goodbyes would have been hard to say. 

Then Elena was at his side-and Jake forgot every¬ 
thing but h». 



SIX 

Jake was observing Nicky, ibe lifeguard, do a few prao 
lice bounces on the high diving board. 

It was just a few minutes after ten. The Cabana Bar, 
Jake's home base, was aU set up and open for business* 
There was no more for him to do but wait for the first 
customers of the morning to show up crying for their 
Bloody Marys* f 

Nicky hit the sparkling aquamarine water in a clean 
beautiful line. He was nineteen, his lithe muscles rip¬ 
pling under tanned hairless flesh* He had blond curly 
hair and blue eyes and a square jaw* He also had a red 
convertible parked on the mainland near the dock. 

Bob Steele had been explicit enough about the origin 
of the car. He had warned Jake three days before, "The 
beach boys are okay. They won't bother you. But the 
lifeguard is a stud. He could be dangerous if he thought 
you were taking miy of his business awly from him. Re¬ 
member, that Cadillac of his came from services reo- 
dered.'^ 

“He won't have to wony ” Jake said quietly. 

72 
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But now he wondered if he would have to worry or no. 
There was no mistaking the looks Denise Marcello had 
been giving him. He had been playing along with her 
suggestive lines as if (hey were all part of a prolonged 
joke. But Jake did not know how long he would be able 
to keep up the jockeying. Denise was serious, and both 
she and Jake knew it. 

The beach boys were hustling lounge chairs and bridge 
tables under the brightly colored umbrellas that protect¬ 
ed the tender skins of the Flamingo guests from more 
sun than they wanted. 

The first customer of the morning, as Jake had expect¬ 
ed, was Denise. She had not broken her habit since his 
first day. 

She came clacking into the pool area wearing spike- 
heeled gold sandals, and what seemed to be an extra¬ 
ordinarily short coat also of gold. 

Jake busied himself at the gleaming refrigerator as 
soon as he saw her. But moments later she was at the bar. 

She had shed the gold coolie coat A narrow strip of 
gold ribbon barely covered the curves of her big breasts. 
A small gold triangle left her narrow hips exposed. 

“Jake,” she cried with a mock gasp of pain, pressing 
her hands to her red curls. “A Bloody Mary, and be quick 
or m die.” 

He took his time, hoping, but she survived the short 
wait She said, “Aren’t you going to say good morning, 
or good something?” 

He grinned at her and said, “I thought I'd wait until 
you recovered enough to hear me.” 

She finished the drink quickly and gestured for an¬ 
other. “You haven’t mentioned the suit,” she pouted. 
“Don’t you like it?” 

He retreated into Navy lingo from the old days, “Oh, 
its fine. What there is of it” 
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Tfou mean there's not enonghF' she demanded* 

‘“Oh, there's plenty of it, such as it is ” 

T don't know how to take that,** she said finally, the 
laughter gone from her voice. ‘‘And I don't think I will. I 
think you're insulting me,'' 

He put a fresh drink in front of her, and tried a fresh 
grin, ‘TTou lose your sense of humor last night along with 
everything else?" 

“This is a special suit for a special day,® she pouted, 
leaning forward to put her warm avid hand over his in a 
suggestive mress. "You're supposed to approve.® 

“And I do,® he said fervently, 

“And appreciate,® she went on. 

“And I do that, too.® 

She finished her Bloody Mary in greedy sips, “But not 
enough. At least not yet. But you will" She walked away 
from the bar without saying any more* Her hips swiveled, 
Jake thought, like the stem wheel on an old-fashioned 
rlverboat. Her breasts bobbed like the buoys in flood 
tide. 

He damned her to hell in his mind and began to watch 
for Elena, 

Gradually die pool area fiUed. The doors of the caba¬ 
nas were unlocked, and soft hemp mats were unrolled 
along all the walk ways. Soft insinuadng music began to 
trickle faintly through the audio system. 

The launch must be active, Jake thought* 

The guests appeared by twos and threes, most of them 
women. By early afternoon there would be a stunning ar¬ 
ray of naked suntanned flesh, and curves either rei or 
feigned. 

The sprinkling of men could pidc and choose because 
they were outnumbered. 

The majority of male members, Jake had learned from 
Bob St^l, spent the mornings sleeping off the previous 
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night’s carousing; or they would go fishing, or' bet at the 
tracks, or hunch over poker tables. 

But activity was always high at the Flamingo, the 
sprinkling of men seeming enough to guarantee that 
And the very atmosphere-sunlight, lanterns, music and 
scent—exuded sex. 

Nicky, the lifeguard, and the beach boys all played the 
game, and Jake felt that already he, too, was being 
drawn into it 

He was busy making up pitchers of Bloody Marys 
when a familiar voice said, “So this is where you disap¬ 
peared to, Jake. We missed you, and don’t think we 
didn’t.” 

Jake looked up, grinning, “Terryjoe, I didn’t know the 
Flamingo Club was on your beat, too.” 

The sun-streaked blond head bobbed twice. “Sure. I 
hawk the hats. Three dollars a throw. Want one?” His 
faded blue eyes edged away from Jake’s light ones. “No, 
you don’t need one. What am I saying?” 

“Not what you’re thinking , that’s certain," Jake said 
quietly. 

Terryjoe set the woven hats on the bar with care. “Tm 
not thiiddng anything. So you're working here. So what? 
I sell hats here, don’t I? I’m still what I am.” 

Jake relaxed. “All ri^t Have a beer, and tell me how 
tilings are going at Jinxsie’s.” 

“Come and see,” Terryjoe said. "He can always use 
your business.” He raised his glass. “And thanks for the 
beer. I’ll return the favor, but not in kind. I get around, 
you know.” He mocked himself, “ Want to buy a hat, 
beautiful? Just what you need to keep that fair complex¬ 
ion fair.’ Nobody really notices me. So I hear earfuls by 
the barrel. With your setup, it won’t do you any harm 
to know what’s going on.” 

“Setup?” Jake asked. 
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Tenyjoe grinned croolcedly. think I don't know 
why you're here? Come again^ Jake. Your friends aren't 
as dumb as all that Out of this world, maybe, but not 
dumb * His blue eyes looked sympathetic. “Do what you 
can, when that's all you can do." He went on, "So it 
won't do you any harm to know what's going on. For in¬ 
stance,” he turned and jerked his chin at Nidcy. “That 
one, h© gets paid for it. The Md, that skinny beach boy 
at the end, is a full-time, no*faking pimp who handles 
the men's business. And, oh yes, when you hear Tun 
and games,* along with giggling on the loud speaker, 
that's the signal for some kind of sex play. Keep your 
eyes open, and youll see what youVe never seen before. 
If you want to look, diat is ” 

“You make the gang here sound like specimens on steel 
pins ” Jake grinned. 

“Should be.” Terryjoe slid off the stool, took up his 
hats. TTl see you, Jake. I turn up two, three days a 
week. It's a living ” He hesitated, then said, “Take it easy, 
Jinxsie said to tell you." 

The buzzer rang under the bar, Jake sighed when he 
answered it Denise wanting a pitcher of Bloody Marys, 
He set the works on a tray, and took it to her cabana. 

He pushed open the door, Denise smiled at him from 
the cool shadows. 

She pointed to a small tiled table, “Put it there, Jake, 
and meet a friend of mine, Leila Burgess.” 

He nodded at the sprawled body of the long-legged 
blond, and said, 'Hi, Mrs. Burgess,” taking no chances. 

A lazy hand flipped at him behind her back. *lt's Miss 
Burgess, if you don't mind ” 

“Sorry,” He started to leave, but Denise motiDiied to 
him, 

“Wait a minute. There's something ek© I need, but I 
can't think what it is ri^t now ” 
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"Cigarettes, maybe?" He asked. 

She laughed softly. “Just be quiet. I’ll think of it my¬ 
self.” 

He stood still, feeling her eyes travel over him. He be¬ 
gan to feel stripped. He said, uncomfortably, “The bar’s 
busy right now. When you think of it, just give me a call" 

Leila chuckled. “You can bet on that And it won’t be 
long, will it darling Doaise?” 

Jake stooped out into the hot sunlight. The intense 
rays dried the sweat on his face. He took a deep full 
breath, and let it out in a sigh of relief. 

Terryjoe was making his way along the edge of the 
pool. His legs looked pipe-stem thin imder the frayed 
blue shorts. His shoulder muscles jumped with tension 
under the sun-faded jersey as he joked with the girls. 

Jake sighed again and returned to the bar. 

He refilled the glasses already brought back by the 
beach boys. He cleaned up, preparing for a new rush of 
business when the hangover antidotes would have tak¬ 
en effect, and the crowd would have started to build new 
hangovers for new antidotes. 

A familiar husky voice made him look up. “Hullo, dar¬ 
ling. I’m stiU not used to seeing you here. It’s as if I’m 
dreaming, and then I wake up and find it’s real.” 

“I was watching for you all morning, Elena, and then 
you crept up when my head was down.” 

“Watching for me?" 

The cool public mask was fading. He saw the glow 
grow from her eyes. He grinned at her. “One of the best 
things about the day,” he said, “is when I see you step out 
of those glass doors and come toward me. I love to see 
you walk toward me, Elena,” 

“The best, Jake?” 

“About the day, yes." 

^A sudden knot of yearning in him for her became 
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unbearable pain. He turned away to study the handbook 
for bartenders. 

*'Jake, what's wrongF' she asked quicldy. 

“Nothing. Except that I want you. And it's inconven¬ 
ient at the moment" He managed to smile. “It comes on 
me like that. I just see you, and—” 

“Tonight, Jake ” Her glowing ^es swept toward him, 
and then away. “Maybe I better leave. Do you want me 
tor 

“No, Elena. Thatll only make it worse ” 

“Then give me a drink. Something tall, and slow to 
handle, and Ill be here, where I have always been for 
the past year, sitting at die Cabana Bar in the Flamingo 
Club, and the only difference is that now Ill say hullo, 
darling, when nobody's around to hear, and I never did 
that before.” 

“Then say it again now, qulcldy ” 

“Hullo, darling,” she breathed. 

He managed to touch her fingers when he put her 
drink in front of her. The brief caress sent a quick ting¬ 
ling through him. He smiled at her, and the scar pulled 
his upper lip flat. "I think well have to be careful.” 

Then a laughing voice sang out from the sound system, 
“Service call, ladies and gentlemen. Service calL You all 
know the rules. Fun and games time.” 

When the voice became silent, slow sensuous tango 
music spilled into the pool area. 

“What's all that about?” Jake asked. 

“What it said ” Elena's smooth cheeks had grown pink. 
“Fun and games. I'd hoped maybe you wouldn't hear 
about this one for a while, at least. But you have, so 
watch, and you'll see six or eight of the girls go into their 
cabanas. Then six or eight men will start making the 
rounds, musical chair fashion. Those that hold out the 
longest—I mean with the most different partners—are 
the winners,” She grimaced. "A couple of years ago they 
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had to take one of the winners to the hospital But I 
understand she was quite a girl” 

“How do they get away with it, anyhow?” 

“Its all set up very neatly, you'll notice* And nobody 
cares. That's the main thing* Nobody cares ” 

“I do notice, all right,” Jake said sourly* 

“Fm sorry, Jake, I know how you feel about all this* 

I do, too. But can t we just shut our eyes? It's for us.” 

“Let them go to bed or to hell And when IVe said that, 
Tve said it all. It's got nothing to do with you or me.” 

She put h^ hand over his, whispered with a break in 
her husky voice, “Oh, thank you, Jake.” 

What the Flamingo Club had named tihe Service 
Call was finally over. The participants, after resting, 
crowded the bar for reviving drinks. 

Denise, haggard without make-up, had her arms linked 
widi Nicky and Leila. “You ought to join the fun,” she 
told Elena. ‘'You can't imagine what youre missing" 
But she was actually looking at Jake. 


Jake was waiting outside the Baileys when Elena 
pulled into the driveway that night* 

She jumped out of the car and ran to him* 

He swung her into his arms. When she started to 
speak, he silenced her with a kiss that lasted until he 
had carried her into his room. 

His hands were clumsy with impatience. But finally he 
drew her down with him, and her legs clamped around 
him. 

“Hurry,” Elena said, her thighs quivering. 

Jake let himself down quickly. She shuddered. Then he 
said, “Now should I hurry?” 

“Yes” she said. Then: “No, no.” 

“You re jumping,” he said. 
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She chuckled. ‘‘Not where you think,” she said. 

TThat s good ” Jake grunted. 

**1 have to stop some time,” Elena said* Then her hips- 
really began to work* 

"Not so fast ” Jake said, his lips pushiiig at the nipple 
of her left breast. 

*‘If you keep doing that, Jake, ITl have to he fast ” 

“I forgot,” he said, **that s the sensitive one, isn’t it?” 

*1 wont be able to control” 

“I don’t care ” 

“Jake-” 

“Yes, Elena?” 

But then she was unable to answer except by a curious 
sound as her body began thrusting with a terrible 
strength at Jake’s drive. It was a sound deep in her throat 
made as if to help her lift an enormous weight. And then, 
as their motions picked up speed, the sound she was 
ing split up into the kind of “Eh—eh—eh—” like that of a 
toreador to a huU. Her eyes devoured the sweating ani¬ 
malism on Jake’s face. And then their mouths met in a 
grinding kiss as their moist bodies clamped together at 
the top of sensation. 

“Oh my God, Jake. Oh my God.” 

“Elena....” 

Much later, lymg over him, Elena whispered into his 
shoulder. “Was I right, Jake? About being together at the 
Flamingo?” 

His arms held her close, every curve of her slender 
body melting to his. He said, “Sure, you were,” with as 
much confidence as he could muster in his voice. 

But he thought of Denise, and he wondered again. 


Jake was up early. 

As he shaved and dressed he heard the familiar whis- 
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de under the window and he grinned* Ha waved to An- 
gel. 

The day was brQliandy sunny but the air was still 
cool, and the hollyhocks nodded lazily in the gentle sea 
breeze* 

A good morning to be alive, Jake felt 

He fed Toots and chased her out for her early hunt 
through the bushes. Then he straightened up the room 
and sat down with a second cup of coffee. 

When Toots returned to make a plaintive comment at 
the screen door, he let her in, 

Angel stood there. Toots under her arm, and smiling so 
sweetly that Jake said, ^TTou want some coffee without 
milkr 

"*Oh, ” She came in, part dance, part walk. 

Toots wriggled out of her arms and jumped to the 

bed, 

Angel flipped her pony-tail and wrinkled her nose, "I 
smell somethmg different, J^e. Something different and 
beautiful.” 

Elena's scent, Jake knew, still lingered in the room. 

“It’s just coffee,” he said, and he poured a cup for her 
and then gestured at the easy chair* ^Sit down and tell 
me what’s new,” 

She crossed her long tanned legs carefully and said in 
tones of reproach, “Now’s a fine time to get interested^ 
after you’ve avoided me for weeks ” 

He grinned “Get interested? I only asked you what’s 
new ” 

She giggled. “That’s what I mean. Oh, Jake, Tve been 
waiting and waiting for you to invite me out to the Fla¬ 
mingo, I know it’s not polite to ask you myself. But how 
long can a girl go on?” 

The good feeling faded out of him. He said, “Angel, 
Fm hardly settled dere yet* It’s going to be a while be¬ 
fore I can have guests.” * 
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Joy lit up her face. ""Then you will let me come some 
time, Jake?^ 

He said hastily, “Look, it’s really not your cup of tea 
at all. You wouldn't even have a good time there. Hon¬ 
estly, AngeL A bunch of fat old fuddyduddies, and—" 
He stopped himself, knowing that he was about to say 
too much. 

“Just to see the place" she pleaded. “I don’t care 
about fat old fuddyduddies. As long as you’re there." 

He cursed himself for being a fool but said carefully, 
“We’ll see, Angel I’ll let you know when I think its all 
right Okay?” 

“Okay" She lunged, playful child, yearning woman, 
and managed to plant a wami wet kiss on liis mouth be¬ 
fore he had ducked out of range, 

“Now run along " he said severely, trying too late to 
become the big brother, “I have things to do. And I 
start to work a lot earlier than I used to.” 

“Don’t forget to invite me," she said from the doon 
“And if you do, Ill remind you." 

“I know you will," he groaned, latching the screen 
behind her. 


A silver jet whined overhead. Jake raised his eyes and 
watched until it dipped beyond the horizon. 

The pre-lunch rush was finished. The pool area was 
nearly empty, 

Jake was suspicious of the lull It was too much like 
the quiet before a storm. The old salt in him corning out, 
he thought. He grinned sourly to himself. 

He was even glad to see Bob Steele bouncing toward 
him, although ordinarily the man’s conversation, a mix¬ 
ture of suggestive mformation and philosophical disap¬ 
proval, irritated Jake, 

This time Bob had business. He nodded his flour- 
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white face briskly and asked, “Do you faiow what you 
need in the way of supplies?^ 

Jake handed him a slip of paper, “It's all down there ” 
Bob's red-rimmed eyes looked startled. “You really do 
know your job, IVe been watching. You handle a bar all 
right, and this proves it. I guess you re the man to break 
the rule." 

“What ruler 

“The rule that says when a gal asks me to hire a guy 
he isn't here to work. At least not for me" 

“If you have any complaints-" 

“I just said I didn't have any." Bob paused. “At least 
not about how you handle the bar. Of course, you're still 
pretty new at handling the guests—* 

Jake waited. 

Bob suddenly grinned. “I guess you can take care of 
yourself. It will be interesting to see you manage it," He 
started to leave, then turned back, “Maybe you'd like to 
know, Charlie Able is inside, He's having lunch vrith 
Mrs. Able ” 

Jake's face was impassive. He said casually, “That so?* 
but he added a quiet, “Thanks.” His gaze followed Bob 
as he returned to the main building. 

At least Jake was prepared now, 

He forced himself to stop thinking about Charlie and 
Elena together, and he kept his mind blank until, sud¬ 
denly, there seeped into his brain a fully formed day¬ 
dream complete with color and scent and the detailed 
fabric of reality. The fantasy showed him a small house. 
He was walking toward it when the door opened, Elena 
appeared and ran to meet him, passing as she did so a 
small bicycle in the yard and a child s swing, and •.. 

“Come back from wherever you are " a petulant voice 
demanded. 

He stared up into Denise's face. 

Shock ti^tened his whole body at the painful intra- 
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sion. He regarded Denise’s avid moutb and suggestive 
eyes and "knew the daydream was gone for now. But he 
wanted the fantasy for reality~he would always want it 
with Elena. 

Denise said, “What are you glaring at, anyhow? I don’t 
have soot on my nose. I know because I just finished 
with the mirror ” 

He forced a grin, but his hands balled into impa¬ 
tient fists under the counter. 

She leaned forward so that her big breasts rested on 
the counter. 

“What s wrong with you, Jake?” she demanded. 

He laughed^ but without amusement "1 guess Tm 
waiting for you to tell me what you want’’ And he add¬ 
ed hastily, too late, “To drink, Denise.” 

“Something nice, and interesting, and sweet, like a 
grasshopper.” Then she too added, “To drink, of course ” 

He retreated momentarily into the book of recipes. But 
when he finally served her the drink, he realized that 
nothing had com© along to distract her from her concen¬ 
tration on him. 

She said, “IVe been wondering about you, Jake ” 

“Wondering what?” he asked, because he knew he had 
to. 

“Just how long you re going to last at this job ” 

He grinned. “Long enough, I hope.” 

“Long enough for what?” 

He shrugged. “I don’t know. To get what I want, I 
guess ” 

She eyed him speculatively and once again he felt 
stripped. “And that is?” she asked finally, 

“A long story. Suppose you tell me what you want ” 
he said. 

“Just like that?” 

“Why not?” 
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For an answer she leaned forward and caressed his 
hand. 

He gazed heyond her bare tanned shoulder, worrying 
lest Elena see. 

The crowd was beginning to gather. Terryjoe had wan¬ 
dered in with his baskets of hats. Leila Burgess, at the 
edge of the pool, was talking with Nicky. Jake recognized 
several other groups, but Elena was not among them, 
Jake saw. 

No, he thought bitterly, she was inside widi her hus¬ 
band. That was why he was letting Denise slowly back 
him into a comer. Because Elena was with Charlie, and 
Jake had to figure out something that would separate 
Elena from Charlie for good. 

“Maybe I will tell you just what I want,” Denise said, 
in a thin hard voice, “Since you—” 

He broke in quietly, "Maybe you don't have to, 

“And then?" 

“Look,” he said, “why don’t you go play? There’s a 
dozen men staring at you right now. Me, I’ve got a job 
to keep, and work to do, and if you—" 

"I’m glad you remember about the job, Jake. You may 
not have it much longer.” She swung down from the 
stool with a neat twist of her narrow hips, “I'll pick you 
up at the dock when you get through here." 

It was plain he had been presented an either-or. 

Then he observed Elena and Charlie turn into the pool 
area. Although Jake had been expecting them, a sense of 
outrage swept him. Elena’s small head was raised, her 
chin high. She was silent. Charlie, just behind her with 
Lou, touched her shoulder. Jake saw how she cringed. 

He took a deep breath. “I’ll be there,” he told Denise 
as she walked away 

Elena, followed by Charlie and Lou, headed for the 
bar. 

Elena took a stool, said, "Hullo, Jake,” in a cool voice. 


J 
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Her eyes flicked at him, then moved avv-ay. ‘Tom Collins, 
please.” 

He gave her a friendly grin. “Sure thing, Mrs. Able." 

Charlie studied him, Jake saw, with old eyes, licking 
his pink petulant child's mouth, Tt seems to me that 
I’ve seen you some place before,” Charlie said 

“You have, Charlie. Don’t you remember?” Lou said, 
taking his Phi Beta Kappa key from under his shirt, pol¬ 
ishing it neatly and replacing it. This is the guy who 
bounced us out of that bar on Duval Street.” 

Jake smiled without amusement “That’s right. You 
both had more than any two men could safely carry. I 
was doing you a favor.” 

Charlie laughed. Plainly all he remembered of the inci¬ 
dent was Jake’s face. “Oh, I don’t mind,” he said his 
old eyes shifting to seek and search among the girls at 
the pool side. “So now you’re working here?” 

“A better deal aU the way around” Jake answered. 

“A considerably better view," Lou agreed, 

Charlie’s old eyes had shifted to Elena. “Why don’t 
you do something exciting one of these days? Nothing’s 
going on, doll. You’re letting me down. And what about 
Lou?” The pink hps grinned maliciously. “How about it?” 

Elena looked away. Her face had turned a frightening 
dirty white. 

Jake’s hands became fists again. 

But then Charlie touched Elena’s shoulder. "See you 
around I guess, doll. Come on, professor.” He wandered 
down pool side, Lou following like a small rhin shadow, 

“What was that all about?” Jake asked, 

Elena glanced down at her long white hands and 
touched the glittering rings. Her throat moved as she 
swallowed. “He’s bored,” she said softly, “Tired of horses 
and cards, and wishing he could find something new.” 

“Never mind.” Jake turned away, and then he swung 
back. “Say it now, as if you just got here.” 
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The special glow brightened her eyes. She whis¬ 
pered, “Hullo, darling." 

“Elena, listen, let’s get away from here.” It burst out 
of him before he could stop himself, and he rushed on for 
the same reason. “We’ll make out okay. Don’t worry 
about him.” 

“Jake,” she breathed. “Jake, don’t—” 

"All ri^t, I’m crazy. But I want you, and I want a 
home and I want your kids. I want-" He was trying to 
put the daydream into words for her, but he failed. 

Her mouth trembled. She slid awkwardly off the rt(»l 
in a way that told him of her terror. Then she said, I m 
afraid, Jake. Don’t you understand? I’m afraid.” She 
started to leave. 

He called, “Wait.” 

She turned back, formed a silent, “I can’t,” with her 
lips. 

He watched her slender gleaming body as she disap¬ 
peared into her cabana. 

He served up drinks as the orders were given, deliv¬ 
ered them, and returned to the bar to watch the door to 
her cabana again. 

When the call came in from her, he had to fight to 
keep from breaking into a run. He carried the pitcher 
and glasses to her cabana in the slow amble that made 
the trip seem no more, he hoped, than a routine delivery. 

“Don’t hate me, Jake,” she cried. “Don’t hate me.” 

In his haste he put the tray on the floor. He caught 
her to him. “All right,” he said, “never mind. Forget I 
said it. It’ll work out one of these days.” He held her 
trembling body in a quick fierce hug, Idssed her quiver¬ 
ing mouth. 

“All right now?” he said. She nodded and he grinned. 
“Then I better get out of here fast,” he said, “if you 
know what I mean.” 

“One more,” she whispered. 



88 OFFSHORE RESORT 

He kissed her again, a hard promising kiss. Then he 
let her go. “Tonight?” 

“Yes, Jake.” 

“I’m going into town after work.” It was the first lie 
between them, and he hated it. But he had to do it. 
“Some stufF I have to pick up. I’ll be waiting later.” 

“So will I.” She poshed him toward the door. “Go 
on now. I’ll turn up at the bar after a while.” 

He found Tenyjoe leaning on the counter. Ihe 
streaked blond head dipped in a quick nervous nod. 
“Jake, I been wandering around, and hearing. Watch 
out for Denise. She eats men the way you eat steak." 

“You’re late with the big news.” 

“You want this job, don’t you?” 

Jake thou^t of Elena’s shining eyes. “I do," he said 
slowly. ‘Tor a while, anyhow.” 

Terryjoe seemed to take her name out of Jake’s mind, 
“She’s a victim, too. I didn’t know that.” He dipped his 
head again, blue eyes full of sympathy. “I guess all I can 
say Is good luck.” He gathered up his hats and ap¬ 
proached Denise. Soon Denise had hidden her red curb 
under braided palmetto fronts. 

A little later Jake looked up, hearing Charlie’s boom¬ 
ing voice shout, “Listen, I’ll buy them all. Just get out of 
here. You weirdies give me the willies.” 

Charlie’s bulky figure loomed over Terryjoe. The 
streaked blond head shook a firm negative. 

“What do you care? I’m not doing you a favor. I’m do¬ 
ing me a favor. I can’t stand those whipped-dog eyes of 
yours. I just want to get rid of you.” 

Jake saw the muscles in Terryjoe’s thin legs bunch with 
tension. He saw the narrow shoulders tremble. 

Jake moved quickly to the men and eased himself be¬ 
tween them. ‘Thone call for you, Terryjoe,” he said. “At 
the bar.” 

Charlie and Lou disappeared into the maiTi lounge. 
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Terryjoe flianked Jake over a botde of beer. “That’s 
another thing I've got against Castro ” Terryjoe said. 
“Time was the Charhe-Lou type used to run over to Ha¬ 
vana for dimr kicks. It gave us a breather here at least 
Now th^ stay full time, poDuting our countryside like 
rotting fiA.” 

‘Is he one of those Miami Beach men, Terryjoe?" Jake 
was almost hopeful. 

“I don’t think so. But I recognize the type a hundred 
feet off. I can smell diem. I want to be migry, but I just 
feel sick when I pick up their smell Sick, Jake. What 
good is that?” 

*1 begin to know die feeling,” Jake said gendy. 

The ihing about Charlie Able, Jake reflected, was that 
Charlie was impossible to understand. He was always 
either slightly drunk or very drunk, as if there were no 
in-between. When he talked he didn’t say anything, 
Jake decided. If Charlie thought, his mental processes 
were not evident. Yet something came through. Jake had 
known and had tangled with a few men like Charlie. 
Men with buirs in their brains. They were rank, and 
that was all you could call it. But naming the rankness, 
Jake realized, wasn’t explaining it. Maybe the quality 
of the Charlie type was the animal in a man’s skin, Jake 
concluded uneasily as he fixed a setup of drinks. 



SEVEN 

Jake saw Denise as soon as he chinbed from the latinchT 
Provocatively posing in a tight white jersey and poinciana 
red toreador pants, she was leaning against a long flashy 
blue convertible. 

She was tempting, he thought sourly. At any other 
time in his life he would have been moving a lot faster 
to her than he was now. 

"I see you made it" she said, curling into the driver's 
seat as he had expected, 

"I’m here,” he said, settling himself beside her, sighing. 
Then, "Ifs been a long day.’' 

“Are you warning me?" she giggled, "so I won’t be too 
disappointed?" 

"No" He added, "It was a good day, too.*' 

"Looking forward?" 

Tm talking about the weather, Denise" 

She backed out expertly from the parking lot, "Then 
please don’t," she said, “You don’t have to try to make 
conversation. That’s not what I'm interested in." 

“Stage managing," he grinned. 

90 
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T[f you want to call it that,” she said. 

Neither spoke to the other until she had pulled widt 
screaming tires into the driveway of a large white stucco 
house. “Home sweet home, Jake ” she said* 

“Nice,” he said sarcastically. “Slave quarters and all” 
She only laughed. Inside, she said, “I'll be right back. 
Want a drink?” At his nod, she laughed again. She 
paused at a bar cabinet while he looked around the luxu¬ 
rious room. Then she gave him a glass, “Orink hearty and 
all that, Jake” 

The di^k turned out to be straight bourbon, about five 
ounces worth. He drank it fast and, when the jolt hit 
bottom, he knew he had had exactly what he needed. 
He could feel the heat spread through him in liquid 
waves, relaxing his tight muscles. 

She returned wearing a filmy black net coolie coat 
through which her nude body seemed almost silver, 

“rU have a drink, too. Another for you, Jake?” 

“Sure, Why not?” 

The bourbon was more smooth that time around. 

She finished hers first, and then she turned to him, rais¬ 
ing her wet red mouth. 

But he took his time, smiling as he sipped, and rolling 
the liquor over his tongue appreciatively. 

She walked around, stepping daintily, like a dancer. 
She threw open the blinds so that the twilight filled the 
room. She stood in the shaft of light, her breasts high, 
her narrow hips weaving slightly, as though keeping time 
to distant music. 

He watched and felt the warmth rising in him. 

He wanted to tell her it was okay, and she could quit 
the production, that he didn't need it. But he knew that 
soon enough she would know that 
“Now,” she said. “Now, Jake.” 

He grinned at her, and waited and, at last, she came 
to him. 
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She approached, mouth lifted. There was nothing of 
love or tenderness in what happened between them* 
To him she was no more than a well^fornied body that 
suited and stirred him at the moment* 

To her, he blew, he was a male performing at her 
command. 

He took her into his arms, crushing her full breasts 
against him, She was already moaning, hurrying, her 
hips breaking into the rhythm that demanded him, 
But an inbom stubbornness made him move slowly* 
His hands stroked, caressed and stimulated not out of 
his need but as a trick ha had learned in order to tease 
excitement to fever pitch. 

He was aware she was ready when he touched her, 
but he made her wait. 

Finally she cried, “Right now, Jake, now, now, now" 
“Stage managing again,” he answered. 

Her red curls bounced as she flung her head from side 
to side in anger and anguish and pleasure, and her nails 
clawed his back, but her body clung to his* 

They slid from the wide divan to the floor and, al¬ 
though her hips thrust and trembled like a belly danc- 
er s, he sensed that there was a part of her deep inside 
that was sealed off from him, sealed and waiting for a 
chance to loc^en in triumphant and humiliating lau^ter. 
He moved slowly, forcing himself to wait and, at last 
just as, sp^t and exhausted and ready to concede 
feat, he fell away from her, he heard her scream, and 
she said into a dim stillness in a voice full of wonder, "I 
didn't know it could be like this, Jake” 

But later, when she drove him into town, posing again 
in jersey and pants, she said, "IT bet you couldn’t do 
that again to me in a million years*” Her tone informed 
him she would try and see* 

He agreed sourly, “Maybe you're right, Denise ” 
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The twist rhythm slapped at him as soon as Jake 
opened the door b^ond die skull and crossbones- Ibe 
silly wild beat was a soothing luUaby* 

He sat up at the bar^ grinned at Jinxsie. “How about 
a tall one for a man with a bad taste in his mouth?^ 

Jmxsies beard split in a wide smile as ha reached 
over the counter to slap Jake's shoulder. "You look the 
same, which is meant as a complimentj believe it or not 
But how does it goT 

‘TThe way you expected and no other way" 

Jake remembered that he bad asked what was wrong 
with the Flamingo Club crowd* Now he knew^ and he 
realized it was only a beginning* He could teU Jinxsie 
twice, and only make a start- 

Jmxsie nodded. He swabbed the counter, not answer- 
ing. 

The lads at the juke box saluted Jake, and they con¬ 
tinued their nightly study of the name slots* 

Terryjoe looked up from his palmetto leaves and 
grinned. 

Jake let his shoulders drop, feeling the tension recede. 

He was home. 

It was still early when he decided that he had to be 
the one to light the stubby candles and shove back the 
tables so the kids could do a Duval Street version of the 
Hully-Gully, Soon he was snagged into it Without know¬ 
ing how, he danced, heel and toe and hip and hands. 

It was a welcome fit for a man who had been away 
years, not just weeks. 

The familiar laughter, music, arguments, discussicms, 
had a cleansing eflfect. It was what he needed before 
he joined Elena. Jinxsie s was what he needed to forget 
Denise. 

Then, somehow, he was behind the bar, popping beer 
bottle caps and drinking one for every one he served. He 
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launched himself into drunkenness the way a man steps 
into a hot tub after a day s sweaty work—with gratitude 
and relief. 

Jinxsie was hunched over chessboard. 

Rosita toyed with her spit curls at the end of the bar. 

Terryjoe deftly worked his fingers over the palmetto 
fronds. 

All was right with the world. 

It was not that he forgot Elena. Ha was waiting to 
feel clean and whole again. 

Slowly, the room seemed to grow more dim. The pin¬ 
points of candle light were sparks in a deserted forest. 

Slowly, the talk and laughter subsided until there was 
only background music to somber thoughts. 

Jake drank harder and faster. When he and Jmxsie 
locked up, Jake started home singing, laughing drunk 
and loving it. 

He sobered instantly when he saw Elena's car in the 
driveway. 

He found her a small huddle in the darkness of the 
back steps. 

She jumped up, pale and distrau^t. “Oh, Jake, I kept 
thirJdng the most terrible things. Are you all right? IVe 
been here for hours and hours, imagining—' 

He unlocked the door and stumbled to the bed. 

She followed, stood over him. “Jake? Aren't you even 
going to say anything?'' 

He squinted up at her. She was die most beautibil 
woman he had ever Imown. At that moment he wanted 
her, loved her, needed her, more than he ever had. 

But he knew he was unable to toueh her, not then, 
not after Denise. 

“Tm drunk,” he said in a harsh voice. “Tm sorry, I 
guess I got carried away at Jmxsie's.'' 

“Jinxsie's. I see.” She gave him a bewildered look. "Do 
you know that I nibbled through dinner thinking of 
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you? And driidcs at tie house afterwards widi a lot of 
people I hate, stUl thinking of you? And watched for 
Charlie to take off, with you in my mind? And I came 
here, and sat outside, for hours, waiting for you?” 

He wanted to answer her, but the wrong words were 
in his head* 

“Jake, should I leave?” 

Mutely, he held out his arms* 

She dropped to him with a small wordless ciy that 
said everything of her hurt and fear* 

He drew her very close and rocked her gently. He 
felt the need for tears tighten his eyes, but he had for¬ 
gotten how to weep after he had wept for Peg. 

The room began a slow dark dance. 

Waves of dkzying heat spilled over him. 

The few moments of sobriety were suddenly gone* 
He heard himself begin a series of half-hearted com¬ 
plicated lies intended to reassure Elena without telling 
her what he had done to remain near her. He knew that 
she must never know. 

She put her fingers to his dry lips, “Don't, Jake” 

He buried his head in her shoulder* Finally he heard 
himself say the one thing he had not wanted to* “Elena, 
why are you so afraid of Charlie Able? What can he do 
to you?” 

He felt the tremor that shook her body, and he held 
her tighter. He pressed his face to her throat, as if trying 
to hide from the misery in her glowing eyes. 

“I can't tell you, Jake ” she moaned at last* 

He drew her back on the pillows, still holding her. He 
drifted into sleep, hearing her ask in a wondering voice, 
“What s happening to us, JakaF' and he was barely con¬ 
scious of his own answ^er, “I love you ” 

In tlie morning when he awoke, she was gone and 
Toots had taken her place on the bed. 
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Jake kad five or six heavy sex sessioi:w5 Denise. 
Each session was more a battle of bod|' 4aad wHUI than a 
joint excursion into pleasure, , Vi -i» > 

Jake was relieved when Denise, at she 

had sounded him and that all her guekS6ii$|})(^ an¬ 
swered, lost interest in him, i!'tt!'!'';' ■( 

She still flirted with him^ however, and still swept his 
body with her eyes, and pouted her most sweet, and 
stroked his hand at every opportunity. But she had never 
been careless in front of Elena, who had no idea of what 
had happened, although she sensed a difference in Jake. 

She had, as a matter of fact, just the night before, 
curling to him as if she wanted to enter his skin, asked, 
"What's wrong, Jake?” Asked it a dozen times, as though 
there were some change in him that she failed to under¬ 
stand. 

No, Jake thought, Denise had not talked to Elena, but 
he was certain that Denise had told Lefla Burgess, 

In the past few days Derdse had never shown at the 
bar without Leila. Obviously, Jake saw, Denise was fin¬ 
ished with him, and no hard feelings, and now she was 
ready to hand him on. Because Leila watched him with 
la 2 y smiling eyes. He ignored her as much as he dared. 
But this morning Denise and I^Oa had appeared as 
soon as he had opened. He gave them the Bloody Marys 
they ordered, and the usual amount of sympathy, and 
they huddled together, whispering and laughing. 

He kept himself busy doing jobs he had already done. 
But Leila was more direct dian Denise had been, and 
equally degrading. She said, “Jake, come over here ” 

He stood in front of her, big hands resting lightly on 
the bar. ‘Tou want something?” 

“Yes,” 

He waited, 

Denise giggled and slipped down from the stool, 
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"There's Niclcy. I want to talk to him. See you at the 
cabana, Leila.” 

Leila ignored Denise. Her lazy smile focused on Jake. 
"Tm as good a friend or better of Bob Steele’s than Den¬ 
ise is ” 

"Sor 

"She’s made me very curious ” 

His cheeks burned. "Now, look, Leila ” 

She laughed at him. “Don’t worry ” she said. "IhereTl 
be something in it for you ” 

“Maybe and maybe not,” he said sourly. 

“I don’t mean that, Jake ” She leaned forward. Her long 
blond hair slid along his hands. 

He jerked away from her touch, but she smiled and 
stood up lazdy. “Wien I hear about a good thing, no mat¬ 
ter what it is, I always try it, Jake/’ As she strolled away, 
she said, ‘TTou do like the work here, don’t youF’ 

His violent internal reaction to that was interrupted. 
Elena said, “Hullo, darling, youll break your face 
frowning that way,” Her long braids were down, swing¬ 
ing free at her shoulders, as Jake had never seen them 
before by daylight. Her eyes were full of remembered 
excitement. 

He gazed at her and forgot Denise and Leila and the 
sharp empty feeling inside of him that signalled the loss 
of some essentia] part of his manhood. He gazed at her 
and remembered only that he had to be near her. 


It was a good thing he was alone when the bar phone 
rang and a guard at the dock asked, “You expecting an 
Angel Bailey, Jake? And I do mean Angel, She says she’s 
supposed to go in and see you.” A hoarse laugh. Then: 
“You know these kids. They 11 try anything to make the 
scene at the Flamingo,” 

Jake swore softly but told the guard to send Angel in. 
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He would let her stay a little while, he told himself, 
and he would keep his eye on her. 

But he was busy when she reached the bar. 

She tossed her pony-tail and smiled at him and sat 
on the stool like Little Miss Muffet, he thought, awaiting 
a welcome instead of curds and whey, 

He delivered the drinks. When he returned, Tenyjoe 
was sitting next to her. 

He gave Terryjoe a beer, and Angel a coke, 

*^00 re not mad at me, are you, Jaker Angel said. T 
waited and waited but you never asked me. And today 
Mother was saying she wanted you to come for dinner 
now you're off earlier, and I decided to deliver the invi¬ 
tation in person * 

^‘Does your mother know?” Jake demanded, 

Angel's eyes narrowed, "She had gone to work by the 
time I thought of it, Jake ” 

Okay, you're here,” he said. "But don't take advan¬ 
tage. Drink up, and take a swim, if you have a suit with 
you. And then take off out of here.” 

"But I haven't seen anything yet,” she wailed, 

"You will,” he said dryly, "If I know you, youll manage 
very well before you leave.” 

But she tarried. She watched him with adoring eyes 
while he worked, and she passed time with the crowd 
as it ebbed and flowed. 

She watched Jake, and he noticed that Tenyjoe 
watched her, Terryjoe’s blue eyes had no vagueness as 
they travelled her long blonde hair and dainty body. 
His eyes were very wide awake indeed, 

Jake hid his grin. 

He made a delivery to one of the cabanas. When he 
returned, Terryjoe and Angel were gone. 

Jake finally spotted them. Terryjoe was showing Angel 
through the main lounge of the Flamingo Club. She 
stopped at a glass wall and waved excitedly at Jake, 
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The next time he saw her she was disappearing into 
the cabana with Elena* 

She emerged wearing a wolf-whistle blue Bikini that 
was definitely not ‘"Oh, Mother,'' 

He frowned as he saw Denise and Leila make much 
over her, and he noted Nicky edging in. 

But Terryjoe was talking with Angel, She and Elena 
ran in for a quick swim. Then Angel changed and 
tripped up to die bar, beaming, “Oh, it's beautiful, oh 
its lovely, Jake, I do thank you, I do love you* But now 
Tm going in to town with Terryjoe, He knows a man 
that makes gorgeoiis shell necklaces and sells them for 
practically nothing, and we re going to find one for me " 
Jake grinned his relief, “Have fun,” 

She moved along with Terryjoe, but then reappeared 
a moment later, "What about dinner, Jake?” she said. 

He wanted to say yes. He missed teasing Mary Bailey 
over the supper table and talking old sea stories with 
Tom, But the less he saw of the BaOeys right then die 
better. 

Maybe he wasn't enterpreneuring a crib from his back 
door, he thought, but he was doing the next best thing. 
He just couldn't sit down at the Bailey table and act 
as if he were the man he had been. 

He said, “Can't, Angel, Tm busy. Tell your mother 
some other time. I'll let her know,” 

Angel's eyes widened with disappointment. But she 
leaned over the bar. She gave him a quick kiss he caught 
on his cheek by turning his head in time, “Jake” she 
said reproachfully as she left. 



EIGHT 

He expected and found Leila waiting at the dock. 

“Its a game,” she said. “Dont be glum,” 

He followed her to her red sports car and bundled In 
beside her. “Is everything a game to you, LeilaF* 

She laughed. "Why not? \\^at s to be serious about? 
You know—live today, for tomorrow we die and all that 
jazz,” 

"That's not what s riding you ” 

Her cats eyes narrowed. “Not most of the time, no ” 

He was aware, precisely, that she was putting a pio 
hire in his mind. 

The bedroom she took him to was plain, almost austere. 
There were heavy drapes at the windows, a wide bed, 
a straight-backed chair, a low coffee table. 

She motioned him toward the bed, but he stood still. 
She laughed and said, “I mean sit down, Jake,” and she 
closed the drapes against the light, 

“I think you better get yourself another boy ” he told 
her heavily, his hand on the door knob. 

She was at his side quickly, her lazy smile vanished. 

100 
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*'Give yourself a little time," she said, “and well liave a 
few drmks " 

“I don’t mean that" 

She caught his arm. “We re going to make it together,” 
she said. “Either that, or I take Elena Able aside for a 
little conversation. How would you like that?” 

He grinned sourly. “Blackmail. You’ll be trying rap© 
next." 

“Maybe I already have" 

He stood very still, resisting the impulse to slap the 
contemptuous look from her face. 

He stood very still, thinking of Elena. 

Then he reached for Leila. If that was what she want¬ 
ed, all right, he could give it to her. 

"Yes ” she said. "Like the man said, when it’s inevitable, 
relax and enjoy it.” 

The anger in him acted as an aphrodisiac, stimukting 
his senses to respond to her long full body and the 
blonde hair that drifted on her cheeks. 

He pushed her to the bed and quickly undressed her. 

She was lazy and slow in her movements, almost 
absent-minded in her caresses. 

He stripped off his clothes, glad of the darkness. Glad 
of her hair like a shield between their faces, the hair 
veiling her lips and eyes and making her nothing more 
than a functioning body in his arms. 

Because she was slow, he was fast, and his hands 
flickered along her body like flame. He heard her whis¬ 
pering obscene words, words he had never before heard 
a woman say, words in a cool slow voice that finally 
broke into a gasp as he made her take his rhythm and 
bolt with it. 

Except for the brief breath-catching moment when the 
orgasm was finished, he never bothered to lie down with 
her. 

She said, “Wait, I forgot,” and she rose from the bed^ 
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moving as slowly as ever. She removed somethxiig from 
her purse and said, '1 told you you'd get something out 
of it, too. Did you thiiik I was kidding?” She lifted h^ 
hand and he saw the fifty-dollar bill woven m her fin¬ 
gers. “You deserve it all,” she said. She leaned back on 
the bed, laughing, her long legs spread wide. “That was 
a bad job for you, so you might as well take it.” 

“That’s where you get your kicks ” he said slowly. “It's 
no fun for you unless you pay the man off.” 

“Not exactly, but you're warming up aU the time ” 

He took the bill. He saw the quick triumphant con 
tempt in her cat's eyes. 

Very carefully he tore the money mto confetti an^ 
flung it at her. 

“No thank you* Try somebody else.” 

“Oh, I like them slightly unwilling ” She laughed as he 
closed the door behind him... 

He thought of dropping off at Jinxsie’s. Instead, he 
decided on going home. 

Ha fed Toots, showered, shaved and changed his 
clothes from the skin out 

When he heard the car in die driveway hours later, he 
stepped out to meet it “Let's walk,” he told Elena, 

“Our beach?” 

“Anywhere.” 

They held hands lightly as they followed the shore 
line* 

At first she was talkative and gay, but he was very 
quiet. At last, she too grew quiet 

The sudden hum of a swooping plane startled them. 
Lights swept the beach. Elena and Jake glimpsed a small 
drifting boat and two dark heads. 

“Somebody coming in,” he said. “The Coast Guard’s 
having a look*” 

Elena shivered and he put his arm around her. 

The lights faded and the plane rose. 
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The star-splashed sky was still again. 

It was late when he and Elena went back to the 
Baileys* 

“Do you want a drink?^ Jake asked. She shook her 
head, “I guess I wills” he said. He found a glass, brou^t 
out the bottle, 

“What is this? Why all this busy busyr^ 

He could not answer her. He took the whiskey with 
him and stood with his back toward her as he gazed out 
into the dark yard. 

He heard rustling, small movements behind him* Then 
she touched his shoulder* 

“Jake, look at me/' she said. 

He turned* 

Her long shining hair was loose on her shoulders* Her 
slender body, her high beckoning breasts were nude, 
“Look at me, Jake,” she said, “There's not a part of me 
you bavent kissed, loved, wanted. I haven't changed. 
Why are you drawing away from me now? Tell me what's 
wrong?” 

He wanted to cry out to her, "I have changed. Don't 
you know, don't you know what's happening to me? 
You loved me because you thought I was clean, dec^t. 
How can you love me now?” 

But he remembered her saying, “Don’t ever let me 
hurt you, Jake, Promise me I won’t hurt you.” 

It was impossible for him to tell her about Denise and 
Leila and the quicksand slowly rising around him. 

He took her face in his hands and gently kissed her* 
“Nothing's changed, Elena.” 


The next day the air was heavy. Thick dark clouds 
edged the blue horizon. 

The beach boys set up lounges and hoped for a long 
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tropical storm. Nicky bounced on the diving board and 
scowled at the sky. 

Bob Steele hustled and worried^ his flour-white face 
reproaching the hot threat of the wind. 

But the crowd at the poolside contmued unconcerned 
in its usual pleasure hunt, 

Jake was busy at the bar. When the sky darkened and 
released sheets of rain, the private cabanas filled. 

He raced along the cocoa mats delivering trays. He 
was quickly drenched. His mahogany hair turned to 
curls. His shirt and jeans clung to him. 

The music on the audio system suddenly faded before 
a cackle of laughter. There was a shout, “Fun and 
games, fun and games, everyone. Movies for the merry 
in the downstairs lounge,'’ Again there was music. It 
competed for attention against rumbles of thunder. Jake 
watched the sudden exodus from the cabanas. 

Denise scurried by, her narrow liips swinging. "Going 
to come along, Jake?” she caOed. She was laughing. 

Leila, smiling lazily, accompanied her. 

Jake was familiar with the kind of movies that were 
going to be unreeled. 

He swallowed the sour taste in his mouth and did his 
chores quickly. 

Bob Steele hurried up. "You can close up if you want 
to, Jake. Take in the show.” 

Jake shook his head. 

The downpour soon abated and, with the sun, Elena 
came—escorted. 

Charlie and Lou trailed her through the wide glass 
doors into the fresh sunlight, and passed the dripping 
umbrellas to the bar, 

Elena said coolly, “Morning, Jake. It looks as if its all 
finished.” 

Charlie leaned a thick arm on the counter, Lou as al¬ 
ways fondling his Phi Beta Kappa key. 
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‘Toure luting,"* Charlie said. T didn't think yon 
woxild. Did yon think so, professor^ 

"‘No/' Lou answered promptly. “I certainly didn't. But 
a good bartender can go a long way." 

‘TThere's fun and games, pictures, in the downstairs 
lounge " Jake told them, hoping to drive them away. 

“We don't miss this " Charlie straightened up. “But 
first a couple of doubles, right, professorF^ 

“My diought exactly " 

Jake set up the drinks, watching Elena in quick side¬ 
ways glances. 

Charlie and Lou knocked the drinks back fast and 
hurried into the main building. Elena raised her face to 
smile. “Clever you,” she said. 

“Say it ” 

“HuDo, darling.” 

He thought how much he wanted to hear her say the 
same TiuUo darling' on the porch of that small house he 
had built in his dreams. 

She prattled on. “Put something long and wet in front 
of me so I can just sit here and look at you and love 
you ” 

He grinned. "Don't start that stuff,” he said. "It's go¬ 
ing to be a long enough day as it is ” 

They had time to talk, dredging up bits of memory 
to share wath each other. He noticed that they always 
returned to the past and never spoke of the future. There 
was no future, he thought, as he once again remembered 
Peg. 

Then the movies were over. The crowd drifted back 
to the pool. The beach chairs filled. The bar was crowd¬ 
ed, and the phone rang with cabana orders. 

Elena wandered off, and Jake was too busy to be an¬ 
gry when Angel made a wary approach to the counter 
and said, “Now, Jake, don't be mad at me. The guard 
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knew me this time, and said it was okay, and it was such 
fun yesterday I just couldn't stay away" 

*Tfoore taking advantage of a good thing” he said, 
*"Just sit here until I get back. And I mean it* AngeL 
YouVe got a bawling out due you, and you can be sure 
you re going to get it” 

‘Tfes, Jake,” she said wistfully, her eyes adoring him. 

The call to Denise's cabana set his teeth on edge. 
More smart talk, he thought. And maybe Leila would 
be there. With more orders. He was in no mood to cope 
with either woman. 

The audio system broke into a frenetic twist as he 
knocked at the cabana door, 

“Come in, Jake,” 

He recognized Denise's voice, slightly-off key, and 
breathless. At first he thou^t they were dancing. Their 
nearly nude bodies were locked together, weaving and 
squirming to the beat of the twist, 

Leila gave him her slow la 2 y smile, "Put the tray on 
the table, Jake ” 

He did and, as he turned to go, he saw Leila’s hand 
slide under the narrow bandeau that barely covered 
Denise’s big breasts. H© saw the light ribbon fall free 
and Denise s wet open mouth reaching for Leila, 

He backed out, disgusted, understanding the two 
women as he had never understood them before. He 
knew Leila would let him alone from then on, just as 
Denise had. 

Angel was waiting expectantly, 

He kept his eyes down, hands busy, while he said, 
“It’s time you grew up, and Tm not kidding. You don't 
go places uninvited, and more than that, you’re liable to 
lose me my job.” 

Which was more true than Angel realized. For Jake 
felt that if he caught either Denise or Leila so much as 
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approaching Angel he would be unable to contain the 
savage primitive rage that would surely rise in him. 

'‘But, Jake,'" Angel wailed. “Thafs not fair ” 

"Never mind. You have to go home right now ” Ha 
looked up at her finally, “And I mean it ” 

Her slanted brown eyes filled with tears. She pleaded, 
"But after I came all this way, and the sun is gorgeous 
now* Can’t I please just take a swun, a little one, Jake?” 

"No” 

“It*s so-H>h, Jake, don’t you see? Ill never have another 
chance like this ” 

"I hope not ” he said soberly. “Now move,* 

She slid off the stool, downcast, shoulders drooping, 
“I thought maybe Terryjoe—” She stopped, smiling sud¬ 
denly, “Oh, Jake ” she said, “you should have seen the 
beautiful necklace I got*” 

"Terryjoe won’t be here today,” Jake said, and at that 
moment he caught sight of the familiar streaked blond 
head framed by die glass wall, “Go along now, Angel,” 
he insisted. 

The glory faded from her face* She sighed* “All right, 
Jake,” 

It seemed to Jake that she moved by inches* But final¬ 
ly she reached the door to the main building. And that 
was where Elena encountered her, 

Jake knew instantly that Elena would invite Angel to 
stay with her, that Angel would fad to repeat Jake s in- 
structions and would respond to Elena’s friendly gesture* 

He was right There was nothing he could do but 
watch as Angel followed Elena into the cabana* 

When Angel came out she was wearing her “Oh, 
Mother,” blue suit 

Jake grinned with relief* Something had been done at 
home by Mary Bailey, or the Bikini was still wet. What¬ 
ever, Angel was beautiful, but at least she reflected the 
teen-ager she was* 


J 
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He was tmaware that teen-agers were subject to dis¬ 
advantages at the Flamingo Club until he suddenly no¬ 
ticed that Charlie and IjOu had joined Elena, 

Charlie was wearing a brilliant yellow shirt and white 
silk slacks. As he stood there, hulking over Angel, and 
smiling into the sunlight, Jake saw in him what Elena 
might once have seen, what Angel was undoubtedly 
registering now, Jake saw a big, youngish man with smil¬ 
ing eyes and smooth sandy hair—a nice, harmless, open- 
handed man who could make a woman feel like a 
woman. 

Jake understood that he was looking at an illusion of 
charm in Charlie, but Angel was too inexperienced to 
penetrate the illusion. 

Tfoure staring/' Terryjoe said at his elbow, 

^Ve got to get her away from him/* Jake said, 

"Tfou won't do it here, Jake,** 

“For right now, I mean Angel * 

“Ill go,'* Terryjoe answered, with immediate compre¬ 
hension. 

But Jake observed that tension was bunching the mus¬ 
cles in Terryjoe’s narrow shoulders. 

“No,” Jake said. “But when I bring her back here, you 
take over. Like you did yesterday, Terryjoe, Charlie's got 
that look in his eye, and I want her out ” 

“Get her,” Terryjoe said bri^y. 

Jake crossed to Angel and caught her pony-taR in a 
teasing big brother gesture. “Come on, Angel, honey, 
phone call at the bar,” he saicL 
She smiled sweetly at Charlie and Elena and, dancing 
excitedly, followed Jake. “Her husband's nice. He even 
told me he liked this crummy suit” And then, “But who’s 
calling me, Jake? Isn t it exciting? Who, Jake?” 
“Terryjoe wants to talk to you, Angel,” 

And then they were at the bar, 

Terryjoe was grinning. “Hey, IVe been looking all over 
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for you. I went to your house and everything. See, no 
hatsr He held out his hands. “I'm taking a day off, and 
I wanted to show you a jazzy little coffee bar. You’ll 
come, wont you?” 

“But I just got here this minute,” Angel protested, 
glancing over her shoulder at Charlie and Elena. 

“So did I, and that’s why I came, tracking you." Terry- 
joe caught her hand. “Come on, Angel. TTiis place I 
know is really way out. I’ll bet you never saw anything 
like it.” 

‘I'll change. Just a minute.” 

Terryjoe and Jake exchanged joyful glances as she 
danced away. 

Moments later she was back, wearing her wide, flow¬ 
ered skirt and off-the-shoulder blouse. 

“Bye, Jake. Let’s fly, Terryjoe.” 

They left, holding hands. 

They were good together, Jake thou^t. They matched 
perfectly. 

He was contentedly busy when Charlie settled at the 
bar, thick hands folded under his chin, the slim blond 
shadow Lou Kendall beside him. 

“Professor ” Charlie said. “What do you think is going 
on?” 

“Nothing good,” Lou answered. 

Jake had been satisfied too soon. He anticipated Char¬ 
lie saying. “You got a real good in with that girl. What’s 
her name? Angel Bailey?” 

“Angel,” Lou chuckled. “Say, that’s good.” 

“That’s her name,” Jake said. “I don’t know of any in, 
though.” 

“You’d better find one. She sort of—you know—fires 
me up. Arrange it There’s a fifty in it for you. 

Thick hot anger swept Jake. But he said steadily, “You 
wouldn’t want her. She’s just a kid who—’ 

“That's what I like. The blonde baby type. You don’t 
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find them around any more tibat haven’t been had be¬ 
fore.’’ 

"That s been bounced around all over the beach,*’ Jake 
finished hastily, recognizing his mistake too late. 

Charlie made a sound of disgust. “What Idnd of a line 
do you think you’re feeding me? Get her set up. I want 
her.” 

"Not me,” Jake said harshly. 

“You and nobody else, bud. That’s what I like, some¬ 
thing plain and simple and haidly sixteen. I like to see 
them grow up, if you know what I mean?” He turned to 
Lou. “Do you think he can do it, professor?” 

“I know he can.” Lou’s blue watered ink eyes glit¬ 
tered. “And if he doesn’t, I know what you can do, 
Charlie.” 

“YouTt be asking for your old job at that dump on 
Duval Street, and maybe you won’t even be able to get 
that back. Maybe every place in this town will think 
you’re invisible ” 

“I know a kid,” Jake said. “I know one that makes An¬ 
gel Bailey look like something the cat dragged in ” He 
kept improvising. "This one, she’s ... well, you’U have to 
start from scratch with her. If I can get her out here—” 

“Angel,” Charlie said. “Angel. You see to it ” 

Lou put in, “Maybe you ought to raise the ante, 
Charlie. We know what he is. We’re just arguing about 
the price.” 

"Sharp, professor. Sharp indeed.” Charlie grinned. 
"Two hundred. She’s probably not worth it, either.” 

He drifted away from the bar, Lou trailing him. 

Jake swore. 

Terryjoe had said it aU right, he thought—animals 
walking around in men’s skins. 

Elena’s soft, "Hullo, darling,” broke into his raging 
thoughts. 

"What was that all about, Jake?” 
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“You loiaw Charlie ” he answered, not committing him¬ 
self, hoping she would understand. 

But she shook her head and said, “Oh, don t pay any 
attention to him. He's bored and looking for something 
new. He always gets hard on people when he's hunting.** 
Jake was silent and Elena touched his hand, “It's got 
nothing to do with us, Jake,” 

He agreed, but it seemed to him that they had said 
the same thing to each olher a thousand times. And he 
knew they were wrong. 



NINE 

Jinxsie’s beard split m a quiet oath. He said* T don^t 
have anything to do with that stuff, Jake, I can give you 
a number to call, but that s all 1 can do. And before I 
do that, I have to get the number ” 

Jake ignored the unspoken reproach in Jinxsie's heavy 
voice. *1 need somebody real young who can put on a I 
good act."' 

“Don't tell me,'' Jmxsie answered. TTm not interested. ^ 
You call the number and tell whoever answers. You set 
it up with them, not me " 

“Well, get the number, wiU you?” 

Jinxsie went toward the pay phone, unwillingness 
clearly expressed in every line of his big body, in the way 
he hauled at his duck pants and pulled his beard. 

A stratagem was the only thing Jake could think of— 
to throw up a smoke screen, toss in a substitute distrac¬ 
tion. Keep Charlie absolutely occupied and involved un¬ 
til Jake was sure he had managed to persuade Angel to 
stay away, far far away, from the Flamingo Club forever. 
Ha felt sick. 


112 
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He had played stud to be able to be near Elena. Now 
he was turning pimp to protect Angel. Perhaps all of his 
actions were for Elena. 

Jake had been drifting and hoping. But he knew that 
Terryjoe was right. Jake would never pull Elena away 
from Charlie, not so long as he, Jake, stayed in the Fla¬ 
mingo Club, and not so long as he remained in Key 
West. 

He looked yearningly at the bar where he had once 
worked for Jinxsie, and he remembered those clean, un¬ 
complicated nights before Elena had appeared on the 
scene wearing a white sheath and smiling her cool smile 
and asking for a stinger. 

Jinxsie returned. He slipped a crumpled piece of paper 
under Jake’s hand. “They tell me this is the place,” Jinx¬ 
sie said “Call them and see.” 

“You think she can put on an act?” 

"They say all these tarts are good actresses.” 

Jake mumbled his thanks. 

“Take it easy,” Jinxsie said in the old way. 

Jake did not want to think. That was the main thing. 
Which was why when Elena came he said. Let s go out 
on Duval Street tonight You know where Charlie’s going 
to be, don’t you?” 

“They drove up to Miami, the professor and Charlie.” 

"We’ll do the town then.” 

She studied his face. “Jake?” 

But he laughed. “I mean it. Tonight’s our night. We 
don’t worry about a thing.” He swept her into his arms. 
“Stop looking questions. Say you love me and you want 
to go.” 

The glow came into her eyes. “I love you, and I want 
to go.” She put up her lips. "But first satisfy a shame¬ 
less woman. Kiss me. Kiss me hard, Jake.” 

It was the easiest thing in the world. He swept her 
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into his arms, a starving man reaching for food, a pris¬ 
oner before a suddenly unlocked door. 

He Idssed her, and her hands became small fists at his 
shoulders. He forgot it was to be just a kiss. They swayed 
near the bed^ his hands at her breasts, his mouib holding 
hers. 

They fell together, in a tangle of silk, and fought free 
of it, and returned to each other* 

“Duval Street?^ Elena whispered against his mouth, 

“Later” 

Her lips opened to his probing tongue. Her body 
opened to his body. They seemed to run, lunge, fly to a 
far horizon, and then they fell over the edge of the world 
together. 

For a little while, they slept, wrapped close, and then 
Jake stirred, uneasy thoughts returning. “Let's go out 
now,” he said. 

“You're determined tonight” But she arose, strai^t- 
ened her dress, slipped on her silver sandals, combed her 
hair. 

As they left Jake thought again that he had been a 
pimp and a stud from the Baileys' back door, from his 
home. But at least what he had done he had done for 
love. Not for money. Only for love. For Elena. 

The idea failed to comfort him. 

He caught Elena's hand, hurried her to the car* 


They ended up at Jinxsie's, 

Jake was feeling his drinks by then, and Elena had 
relaxed into an abandoned gaiety. 

They sat at the bar together, arms linked* 

The twist rhythm lapped at them. The candlelight flick¬ 
ered. 

Elena raised glowing eyes to his face* “I’ll always re¬ 
member this, Jake ” 
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“And me?" 

“And you.” But her voice faltered. She looked away. 
“We it sound—” she began, and again broke off. 

He touched her lips with a cautioning finger. “No. 
Don’t say it. There’s now, at least.” 

“I want more than now,” she cried. “Now won’t ever 
be enough any more.” 

“When tomorrow comes, remember you said that.” 
The joyful atmosphere in Jinxsie’s seemed to end in a 
quick and silent death. 

Elena said, "Why? Tomorrow’s just another day, Jake.” 


By midmoming, Jake had given up. The girl had not 
come. 

Charlie and Lou passed by, eyed him meaningfully 
and passed on to the pool. 

Elena had not appeared. And what had seemed a good 
idea the day before now suddenly seemed hopeless. 

The bar phone rang. A gruff voice demanded. “What 
you doing, Jake? Starting a nymph class in the pool?” 

“Whatr 

“We got a kid here, says she’s a. friend of yours." 

Angel, Jake thought “Just hold her there,” he said. 
“I’m coming down.” He slammed the phone into the cra¬ 
dle, swearing. 

So that’s why she hadn’t been at her usual place under 
the vrindow, whistling and waiting for him, Jake thought. 
She knew he was angry and would be angrier, and she 
was avoiding him. 

He had a good hot speech all ready on the tip of his 
tongue. 

But when he saw the girl sitting on the railing, laugh¬ 
ing up into the sunlight, he knew he would have to save 
the lecture. 

This one was like Angel—blond, pert, fresh and bright 
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as a morning daisy with dew on it But she was not An¬ 
gel 

He said, Jake DentoiL^ 

She slid off the rail, made him a mocking curtseyt “And 
I'm Susie. Show me the mark.'* 

He took her arm, led her toward the main building. 

Ha knew she had come in answer to the call, but he 
had to be sure. 

“Look ” he asked, “are you certain you know what this 
is all about? You don't look like a—” 

“Careful,” she laughed, clear blue eyes shining, “we 
don't say that word. But you got what you asked for, 
didn’t you?” VWien he hesitated, she resumed, “Let’s 
not waste time. You wondering why Fm in the business? 
I’ll tell you some day when Fm not busy,” 

“I don’t want to know,” Jake answered. “You don’t go 
to him. Let him come to you. He will. You can just sit 
back and wait. He wont Imow you re a—” Jake hesitated 
again. 

“A pro,” she supplied. “As opposed to an amateur. 
He likes them sweet, swept off their feet, and virgin. 
Right?” At Jakes nod, she laughed. “See? I know the 
type. By the time I’m through with him, he’ll be so worn 
out h© won’t think to look for final proof. Just point him 
out and leave the rest to me.” 

“Gladly.” 

Jake showed her where to change. When she reap¬ 
peared in a demure green suit that changed the color of 
her eyes, he was astonished. She had a slender and deli¬ 
cate body with tiny breasts and flat hips. Yet the way 
she carried herself gave her a powerful air of innocent 
sexuality. 

He tipped one of the beach boys to set her up on a 
lounge near the pool, and then he returned to the bar. 

Charlie and Lou stopped for a drink. 

Jake listened with interest as Charlie said, surveying 
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the Held, ‘Trofessor, do you see what I see over there?” 

“I see a vision in green. Is that what you see?” 

Jake realized that they both were, as usual, just slightly 
drunk. 

TProfessor, your eyes are good. Go some place and play 
while I study the situation at a closer range. There was 
nothing in Miami like this last night.” 

Jake had no further interest in observation. The less he 
saw of the set-up the better. 

A little later Charlie brought Susie to the bar. "What¬ 
ever this nice child wants, Jake, he said, smirking. 

“She looks under age to me ” Jake protested. “You want 
a coke honey? Or a cherry smash?” 

“Under age?” Susie smiled demurely. "I can pass for—” 

“This is a private club, Jake," Charlie said. “Just like 
my own home. Serve the little lady a real drink. Uidess 
you want me to get Bob Steele down here to mix it. 

Jake shrugged. ‘It's your headache, honey,” he told 
Susie. 

But he made it a light one, and he made the next 
three light, too. Charlie was bright-eyed and flushed 
when he suggested that he and Susie go sightseeing in 
the main lounge, Susie tipped Jake a wink When she 
agreed. 

Later, much later, Susie returned alone. She had 
changed into her pale blue street dress and had slung a 
beach bag over her arm. She sat up at the bar. I could 
use a real drink this time around, Jake Denton.” 

"Go okayr 

She shrugged, ‘What do you think? But HI tell you. 
He’s the most senile old man for a young one I’ve ever 
seen in bed.” She put out her hand. “You owe me. Pay 
up." 

He took out fifty dollars, laid it on the counter. It was 
the total of everything he had. He pushed it toward her. 

“I ought to ask you for more,” she said, “considering 
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the type he is. But I won’t, because he*s going to be 
looking for me again." 

"It won’t last long. Maybe a couple more times. Then 
he’ll be off on a new trail. I know that kind.” She picked 
up the money, counted it carefuUy. "You ve got a good 
setup here for contacts, Jake. Give me a caU, and Til 
hand you ten bucks a trick,” 

"I won’t caU ” 

She shrugged, "Once you get your feet wet, it gets 
easier all the time ” She slid off the stool, ‘We're square. 
Think about my proposition.” She dipped her smal 
blond head, grinned and left him. 

He stood still, hands big fists on the counter. He was 
sick and disgusted, feeling the current of quicksand pull¬ 
ing him down. 

He was glad that Elena had not come ffiat day, •. 

But by evening he was uneasy* 

At home he found a slice of pie on the table in his 
room. Toots stood over it expectantly. He shooed her 
away. The pie was Angels make-up offering, he knew. 
Now maybe she would stop hiding out He wanted to 
talk to her, to settle the Flamingo business once and for 
all, but he didn't want to drag her folks into it unless it 
were nec^sary. He decided he would wait until morning. 

So he sat in the room and waited for Elena. 

He dozed. 

It was nearly morning when Toots woke him by 
scratching at the screen. 

He lurched up, grumbling, “What’s tiie matter with 
you?” 

And then he heard Elena’s whisper, "Jake?” 

He fiung back the door and she tumbled into his arms, 

“Why didnt you come today,” he demanded after a 
breathless lass. “And what happened tonight?" 

“I told you a month ago, Jake, I'd always be with you 
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when I could. Remember?” She turned her glowtog eyes 
away. “I promised, and I’ve kept that promise.” 

•Why couldn’t you come, Elena?” 

She si^ed, “Please, Jake.” 

“Why? What did he do?” 

“Nothing. Nothing. I just-” 

But Jake took hCT by the shoulders. “There was some¬ 
thing. I can see it in youx face.” 

She tried to pretend it was a Joke. “Oh, he just locked 
me in this morning. His idea of a big gag. 

But Jake saw through her pained smile. “Why? Just 
out of a clear blue sky?” 

“He doesn’t need reasons. He was bored. I told you 
fliat yesterday. He’s half an adolescent and half an old 
silly Don’t worry, Jake. I know bow to manage 
him.” 

“As long as you let him lock you in. Jake took a deep 
breath. “You’re not going back to him, Elena.” 

Her body trembled in his arms. “Jake, please don’t 
make it hard for me.” 

“I won t let you go back.” 

Her laugh was forced. “Oh, you make such a big thing 
of it I had a fine rest and it did me good.” 

“I won’t let you.” You couldn’t tell about Charlie, Jake 
thought—that was the thing. But something rank came 
through. Maybe he belonged behind a locked door in a 
turned around white coat Maybe he belonged on a long 
chain, trotting between two trees, on all fours. The trou¬ 
ble was, you just couldn’t teU. 

She said, "Jake, 1 might as well explain it. If I leave 
Charlie, old Mr. Able will probably stop the big fat al¬ 
lowance, and Charlie will be out of it for good. The 
houses and boats will go. Everything will go. Now do 
you see why Charlie wants me around?” She stopped, 
cleared her throat. “And I wouldn’t dare try—” 

"So I understand him. But not you.” 
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“I can’t do it.” There were tears in her eyes. “Can’t 
we forget it? Why do we have to waste time when we 
have so little together?” 

He remembered Peg again. Peg who had lived only 
for the moment, and was lucky that she had. 

Elena was just the same. 

He took her into his arms. 


He had a few hours sleep after Elena had gone, and 
he awakened to the sound of familiar tuneless whistling 
outside his window. 

Angel on guard, he knew. 

It was just like old times, Jake thought. He grinned 
and got up. 

But then he remembered. His mouth was full of grit 
His eyes felt swollen. His lean hard body seemed sud¬ 
denly flabby and slick with sweat. 

He looked outside. 

Angel, at least, looked good~she was herself. She was 
wearing a brief pair of tight white short shorts that 
seemed painted on her slim hips. Her young breasts 
were high and round in a white jersey. He noticed very 
definitely how desirable she was, and he hoped there 
wasn’t anything peculiar about his powers of observation. 

He noticed all ri^t, but he thought that if he and 
Elena had met at the right time they could very well 
some day have had a daughter like Angel. 

He bent to scratch Toots, let her weave between his 
feet to evade the caress. “You’re a tease,” he told her. 
“Why don t you stand still and enjoy it the way you want 
to? Why don't you let me enjoy myself?” 

She raised a small disdainful triangle of a face and 
pawed the screen. He let her out, said, “Good hunt¬ 
ing,” loud enough, and he waited for Angel to appear 
around the side of the house. 
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But she stayed where she was. 

Which meant her conscience still hurt, he knew, and 
she was still playing hard to get 
He paused at the window and called, “Angel?" 

The tuneless whistling stopped instantly. 

She jumped up as if she had been waiting. She jumped 
up, all long beautiful tanned legs and guileless smile. 
Again, he noticed. 

He told himself that probably Tom Bailey did, too. 
They were both alive, after all. There wasn’t anything 
wrong in a man noticing a potent teen-ager. Just notic¬ 
ing didn’t make anybody into a Charlie Able, after all. 

She cried, “Oh, hi, Jake, just wait until you hear about 
the wonderful idea I have.” Her smile dimmed, but only 
slightly. “I think it’s wonderful, anyhow, and I hope you 
will, too.” 

“Sure,” he said heavily. “I need to talk to you, too. 
Your folks around?" 

He thought quiddy. He didn’t know how then- 
exchange would go. He wanted to be sure he and Angel 
were alone. Really alone. He said, “Look, I’m going into 
town for a while. Will you wait around for me?” 

“Oh, sure, Jake. We haven’t tajked for a long time, and 
I’ve missed you.” She grinned at him, flung herself down 
on the grass and rolled like a puppy. “I think you’ve 
been avoiding me or something.” 

“Me? Avoiding you?” He laughed. “Try that shoe on 
your foot and see how it fits." 

“I guess it’d fit pretty well. But you were mad at me 
and all.” Again she grinned mischieviously. “I thought it 
might be better to let you cool off.” 

“I’ll see you later.” 

On his way to the diner he counted his money, what 
there was of it. Forty cents. 

But Susie had been worth the all he had bad, he 
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thought. He had bought himself the time to talk to An¬ 
gel. 

Rosita smiled, touched her spit curls. “Hola, Jake, is 
that you? I haven’t seen you for a long time, sif^ 

“I’ve been busy. How are things going? What’s new?” 

She touched the gold cross on her high breasts, gig- 
gling. No more letters, Jake. I have been very very busy, 
you know. My husband, he is now here from Cuba. He 
‘took a small boat and ran away and now he works in 
the kitchen down the street It was many many months, 
and I am very busy." 

Jake laughed. “T^at sounds good.” 

“It is good." She asked, “You will have coffee? And 
ham and eggs as usual, stT 

Jake thought of the forty cents in his jeans. “Just cof¬ 
fee, I guess, Rosita." 

Just coffee, she echoed. "Oh, for a big man that is 
surely not enough to start a day on, not for a big gringo 
like you." She frowned into his light eyes. “Are you sick 
Jake?” 

He shook his head. 

Her face cleared. "I know,” she said. "You have spent 
all the pay. What a foolish thing for a smart man to do. 
I would never think it of you.” She shouted toward 
the kitchen, “June, ham and eggs, for Jake,” and she 
brought him his coffee. He protested, and she said, “And 
it is^like drinks on the house at the bar, Jake, no differ¬ 
ent.” She shrugged away his thanks. “You should know 
that Juney is pregnant, Jake. She will work unbl fall, of 
course. But with the hurricanes comes the baby, and she 
is at home then." 

After he had put down his food he returned to the 
house. Angel was waiting. 

He was glad Rosita had made it possible to fortify 
himself with a big breakfast. He felt as if he would need 
all his strength, and a little more besides. He would have 
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had more confidence tackling an alligator in the Ever¬ 
glades than trying to take on Angel. 

Angel followed him into his room, ^t seems like a long 
time,” she said, “And it’s still the saipe. That feels funny.” 
He was silent, and she continued. “Jake, you look like 
thunder,” she said, touching his arm caressingly. “If this 
is going to be as bad as all that, let me talk first, please?” 
She was bursting with a big secret. But when Jake did 
not answer immediately, she cried, “Jake, I wish you’d 
stop treating me like a baby. Can't you see I’m all grown 
up?” 

“I’m just about to stop treating you like a baby for 
good.” 

She said, “What are you saying?” and she seemed a 
little frightened. 

“I’m going to talk to you as if you really are all grown 
up. Old, old Angel. I hope you can understand me. 
Right?” 

“Dutch uncle stuflF.” She shook her head disgustedly, 
and her long blond pony-tail slid along her shoulder. 

He caught her hair, led her to the easy chair. He sat 
down, drew her to sit on the floor at his knee. 

“I'm going first, Jake,” she said. 

He stretched out his long legs in the wrinkled jeans. 
“All right,” he said. “Let’s get that over with, if you 
want to. I guess I’m willing enough to stall if I can.” 

“I’m going to get a job,” she cried. “There. That’s not 
so bad, is itT 

*‘No. Of course not. You mean until school starts. Ifs 
a good idea ” He broke off, suddenly staring at her, "Just 
where do you have in mind?” 

“Why, Jake. At the Flamingo, of course ” She rushed 
on, ignoring his eKclamation, “I know I can. Bob Steele 
will give me something to do for sure. Tliat nice Charlie 
Able told me so. And so Ill be out of your hair, and you 
wont get fired because of me, and TU be there all the 
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time. Imagine, me, at the Flamingo^ meetmg all those 
exciting people, and—" 

He said heavily, “No, Angel." 

“But why notf^ 

“That's what I wanted to talk to you about, Angel. 
The Flamingo." He stopped. It was harder to say than he 
had expected, and he had known it would be hard. 

Scanning her innocent slanted brown eyes, he felt it 
very nearly impossible to put into words what he had to 
say. He felt as if he were going to take a small dean 
doH and rub smut on it. 

“Youre mot going to change my mind, Jake" she said, 
appearing very ytnmg at that moment, her lower lip 
pouting, her eyes M^ide, as if she were a child preparing 
to have a temper tantrum. 

“You don't fcnow,'^ he said carefully, “what you’re get* 
ting into when you talk about going to work at the Fla¬ 
mingo, Angel. You'll be rubbing shoulders with the kind 
of people you don't understand. And I hope you never 
will understand them." 

“They’re beautiful and exciting, Jake/They’ve been 
everywhere and done everything," 

“They are by and large nothing but rotten,” he said 
firmly, “And it's the kind of rot that's the most danger¬ 
ous, It doesn t show. Remember those Cuban pineapples 
you used to get here? They looked so good on the out¬ 
side, and smelled like perfume, and when you cut them 
open you sometimes found nothing but brown gook in¬ 
side. That's the Flamingo crowd. And you wouldn't know 
about it tmtH it was too late.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I think you’re 
making up a bunch of words because you don’t want me 
hanging around you. Well, I'm not going to work there 
because of you, Jake/ She bent her head. Her shoulders 
shook. 

Toots moved in cautiously and then leaped to Jake's 
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lap. He absently stroked Toots’ small bead with one 
hand. His other stroked Angel’s head with the same com- 
forting gesture, 

Fii^y, he said h^vily, Tlease listen to me* Ym try¬ 
ing to tell you about this because I think you re grown 
up enough for it to matter. If you re going to dissolve 
into tears. Ill know Vm wrong, IT! have to talk to your 
folks. And Fd rather talk to you.” He doubled his fists on 
his thighs. "Look, Angel, there's big exciting things go¬ 
ing on in the world, It*s just like Columbus time, you 
know?” He paused a momenL ‘‘There are bad things 
happening, too ” 

‘Teople getting ready to fiy to the moon, you mean, 
and the fallout maybe. All that ” She peered up at him, 
interested, her face still wet with forgotten tears. 

He thought of Juney having a baby while a missile 
base was probably being built ninety miles away. He 
thought of the daily fallout count in the newspapers, and 
die conferences held in distant cities that could make 
or break even the thin strand of linked islands that led 
to Key West 

“In times like this there's a lot to do^ J^ke said. “You 
have to be part of making what's coming good and 
worthwhile. Or at least to stand for a clean and proud 
survival You don't want to stand by, just having fun 
when—” 

"What's wrong with that? I like fun, too ” 

"So you're going to devote your life to it? And end 
up running and running, trying to make yourself believe 
it's all you want, just because you can't find anything 
useful to do with yourself?” He swallowed a sour taste 
in his mouth, "Angel, the Flamingo crowd has made 
having fun a disease. It doesn't show, but it makes rot¬ 
ten spots under those beautiful tanned skins,” 

She said slowly, softly, as if she were speaking to a 
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backward child with all the patience she could muster, 
"Oh, honestly, Jake* Tm just going to work there. I'll 
still be me."" 

“That's what you think. There's a contagious disease 
in the air. It spreads. They won't let you alone until 
you've caught it. They don't want to be reminded what 
they are by seeing the uninfected around." 

She uncoiled in a lithe beautiful movement* She 
slipped away and paced the room restlessly. There were 
tears in her eyes again. 

He said, “I know. Fm walking into your business with 
my big feet But it's my fault you were out there the first 
time. Fm responsible, so it's my business, too." 

“That's it" she cried, 'Tou're out there, Jake. And it 
hasn't ruined you " 

He sat very still. It seemed to him then that he had 
taken on too much. Angel Bailey wasn't his responsibility 
after all. He didn't have to act as if she were. What he 
did with himself, with his life, wasn't any of her affair. 
But it was. He had brought the disease into the Bailey 
house. He had caught the disease and carried it with him. 
He had exposed Angel to it. Now he had to cure her. 

She had picked up the whole dirty package and she 
had put it exactly where it belonged'-on his lap. 

Toots shifted her small warm body on his belly. He 
absently stroked her. 

Even before he thought of what he should say, his 
heart began to pound. He knew what the words might 
cost* He almost told Angel that she was looking at a 
pimp and a stud* But he could not quite bring himself 
to do it Instead, he said quietly, “I was out there, Angel, 
Not any more.” 

“Whatr 

“I'll give it to you straight. Since I went to the Fla¬ 
mingo I've done a lot of things I'm so ashamed of I 
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can’t tell you about them. I never was a Boy Scout, 
gel, but this got out of hand. And when I say that, I’ve 
said it all.” He took a deep breath. *1 fell in love with 
Elena and I wanted to be near her. I thought that loving 
her made anything okay. But it didn't and it won’t. I’m 
quitting the Flamingo, and I’m getting out of town. Be¬ 
cause I have to feel clean again.” 

"You wouldn’t do anything wrong, Jake,” she said with 
such certainty that he winced. 

“You take one small step, Angel. Just one, and it 
doesn’t look like much, believe me. Soon you take an¬ 
other and another. They dont look like much, either. 
Then one day you realize you’re way over your head in 
muck and you’re suffocating. That’s what corruption is, 
Angel. If you’re lucky, you can fight your way clear. 
Maybe I’m lucky enough. I don’t know yet. But I’m going 
to find out.” 

“Jake,” she demanded, “are you really tellmg me the 
truth? Are you leaving? Or are you just trying to get me 
to let you alone out there?” 

“I’m leaving. One way or the other. I decided while 
I was talking to you, Angel. Trying to explain it to you, 
I guess I convinced myself.” 

She seized on the one thing that mattered to her, the 
dncher. The one thing that mattered most to him, too. 

“I don’t want you to leave, Jake,” she pleaded. “Well 
miss you too much. And what about Elena?” Angel 
was suddenly a teen-ager again. "It s so romantic, you 
loving her and all. How can you leave her if you love 
her, Jake?” 

He leaned forward. “Listen,” he said, “I want a home 
of my own, kids like you. I want to be doing something 
that adds up. You live a little while, and you die. There’s 
nothing left except what you’ve done. But I won’t leave 
F.1pna unless I have to, Angel. You know she’s married 
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to the man you caO 'that nice Charlie/ Well, he’s not so 
nice, and—’' 

^’Oh, I can see why she’d rather love you,” Angel said 
quickly. “I mean, he’s nice, but you—Fd rather love you, 
too” 

“Fm not proud that I m going to try to break them up. 
But it’s something IVe got to do, for her as well as for 
me,” 

“^Anybody would know that, Jake ” 

'‘Angel, I want you to promise me, promise me faith¬ 
fully, on everything you believe in, that you won’t ever 
go to the Flamingo again, and that youll never never 
have anything to do with any of the people from there. 
Not with any of them, men or women ” She nibbled her 
lip uncertairJy, and he continued. '1 hope you’re as 
grown up as I think you are, I hope you can see what 
Fve been driving at ” 

‘T see it,” she said at last. "1 promise you, Jake, Except 
for one person,” 

“No excepts, Angel. It’s eith^ or—” 

“Terryjoe, He needs me, Jake, Do you know about his 
sister? He thinks Fm a little like her, before... And he 
needs me to be his friend, I need him, too. He knows 
so many songs and poems, and he can make all kinds of 
things. If he s not decent, then I don’t want to be decent 
either” 

Jake smiled, and the scar pulled the curve out of his 
upper lip, “I wasn’t thinking of Terryjoe,” he said. *‘He’s 
a good boy,” 

She was more than relieved, she was ecstatic. 

Jake realized immediately that she cared more about 
Terryjoe than she knew. 

But she added thoughtfully, “He goes to the Flamin¬ 
go, Jake.” 

“Terryjoe is immune. Because of that sister you just 
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mentioned. He hates that crowd, and it makes^him safe- 
fm trying to keep that from happening to you.” 

“Jake, you don’t have to go away.” She put her hand 
on his Imee. “Honestly, you don’t, Jake.” 

“I’m in too deep, Angel. It’s the only way out for me.” 
He smiled. “And don't change the subject. Promise.” 

She made a mock sigh of defeat. "You win. I promise, 
Jake. But if it were anyone but you—” 

He bent to her, kissed her cheek, “One of these days 
you’ll realize just how much I care about you." 

She threw her arms around him. “Jake, I love you. 1 
really do.” 

He disentangled her gently. “I know, Angel. Now 
why don't you hunt up Terryjoe?” 

She passed under the window, whistling again. He 
took a long look at die bright pony-tail, the long slim 
legs. He sighed, turning away. She was nearly woman 
now. 

He had a lot to do, and he was glad of it. Now that 
he was committed, he was loaded with second thoughts, 
none of them good. 

He packed quickly. He called Mary Bailey, explain¬ 
ing, and fended off her anxious questions the best he 
coidd. “I’ll be going srane time tonight,” he said, “proba¬ 
bly late, ni see Tom if I can, and if not. I’ll put the key 
in the mailbox and you tell Tom goodbye for me. And 
thanks to the both of you." 

His hands were shaldng when he hung up. 

Toots wove between his feet, purring nervously. 

He brought her some liver, diced it and gave it to her. 
She dipped her head to the ^sh with her tail straight as 
a mast in the air. 

“You better eat it all,” he told her. "It may be the last 
of the luxuries for a long long time. 

He rechedced the room. 
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All finished, he thought. Except for seeing Elena. 

He sighed. It hadn't taken very long, he mused, to 
put what there was of his life thus far into that one small 
cardboard suitcase. That had been easier than saying 
goodbye. 




TEN 

It was stfll early when Jake took the laimeh to Flamingo 
Key. 

Bob Steele was in his glass-walled office, worriedly 
studying a sheaf of papers when Jake stepped in and 
sat down without being invited. 

Bob fiddled with the papers a few moments and then 
looked up reproachfully, "You re not wearing a white 
shirt, Jake. You know what I told you ” 

Jake grinned, "Fm through,'' he said* "I want my pay ” 
^oure quitting?'' Bob squealed "What for? Youre 
making out just fine. No complaints and no problems" 
"IVe had enough. WeH leave it like that, I want my 
pay and a drink at the Cabana Bar, and that wiU be the 
last of it ” 

Bob inclined his patent-leather head to one side, study¬ 
ing Jake, "I know you re up to something, only I can't fig¬ 
ure out what it is," 

"Neither can I, So how about my money?" 

Bob drew eighty-five fifty from the desk and said, 
"No notice, no recommendations, Jake" 

131 
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“You think a recommendation from the Flamingo Club 
would get me hired any place that knew the layout 
here?" 

“Where's any place?" 

“I haven't figured that out yet, either" 

“You’re certainly playing it cagey, aren’t you?" 

“I amr 

Jake rose, resisting a need to blacken one of Bob’s sus¬ 
picious eyes in a sweet farewell gesture. 

Jake paused at the shining glass doors. The sun was 
brilliant in the pool area. The bright umbrellas were al¬ 
ready opened, huddling together like bouquets of flowers 
around tiled-top tables. The beach boys were busy widi 
the cocoa mats. 

He sauntered into the bar, puUed out a bottle of beer 
and sat on one of the stools to wait 

Nicky ambled along, “Starting early for you, aren’t 
you, Jake?" 

“It seems like a good time " 

Nicky cast a surly eye at the sky, “There’s going to be 
weather again today " 

Overhead the sky was a dear promisiog blue. But 
there was a dark mass banging somewhere out beyond 
the Gulf. 

Jake hoped the rain would hold off at least until he 
had returned to town. Then the realization of what he 
was going to do suddenly hit him. He felt a quick flash 
of uncertainty whip through his body. 

He finished the beer and opened another. He checked 
his watch. If only Elena would come, he thought. The 
longer he waited, the less sure be was about his break 
with Key West. But he had committed himself now. He 
couldn’t turn back. Only he knew what it would be like 
for him if he had to leave Elena behind, 

A hand frisked along his spine, hit his belt with a re¬ 
sounding slap. 
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He jerked around. 

Denise grinned at him. ‘TSIervom about playing guest, 
Jake?” 

“Not playing one, being one. Temporarily,*' he said. 
His light eyes flicked her from head to toe. Carefully 
combed red curls that matched the Chinese coolie coat, 
big ihrusting breasts too obvious to be interesting, nar¬ 
row hips forever barren. 

Her hand moved teasingly along his thigh. "LeUa and 
I were talking about you last night, Jake ” she said. “We 
were thinking what a gay threesome we'd make ” 

“Threesome, Denise?” 

“Oh, you know, between us we'd figured out some¬ 
thing to be worth remembering ” 

“Not with me you won t ” He thought of the sex cir¬ 
cuses in Rotterdam and Paris and Tia Juana. “You ought 
to know by now, I like my sex straight ” 

“What’s the matter, Jake? No spirit this morning, no 
charm, no you know what?” 

He brushed her fingers away with more force than 
was necessary. “Go play marbles, or some other game, 
Denise.” 

Her mouth tightened. She reached for the phone. 

Jake grinned at her. “Bob Steele? The magic name has 
lost its power ” 

“You’ve already been fired, then. WeU, youVe been 
asking for it lately ” She gave an indifferent shrug. 
“ThereH be somebody to take your place. There always 
is.” She teetered toward her cabana on gold spike-heels. 

He watched her rotating hips. He thought of following 
her behind the bamboo curtaiii, of closing the door. She 
would make a pretense at resistance. But a few of the 
right strokes would change that, and he knew the strokes. 
Just a few of them would bring her heeling in. He would 
put her down on the cocoa mat and do his own stage 
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managiDg and end up by makiiig her like it and moie 
than like it 

He grinned to himself. No, thanks, Denise. 

In a little while, one second after a change into a Bi* 
kini, she would be out to spread the news. Within an 
hour, the whole Flamingo crowd would have the news, 
and have it wrong. 

He looked at his watch again. If only Elena would ap¬ 
pear early, he thought anxiously. 

The crowd began to filter in. One of the beach boys 
opened the bar. 

Bob Steele descended froin the main lounge to ask 
disapprovingly, ‘TVhat are you hanging around for?” 

Jake grinned, "Why don't you try to throw me out?” 

Some of the slickness seemed to fall away from Bob. 
He said worriedly, Tf I were leaving, Td get away from 
these slobs as fast as I coulcL” 

Jake remembered another time when Bob had sur¬ 
prised him, Jake said, “That s what Vm going to do ” 

Bob wandered off. 

The beach boy laughed behind his hand and placed 
another beer in front of Jake. 

Then the audio music spilled through the pool area, 
and Elena finally was there. 

She slipped to the stool beside him, said sofdy, 
“Hullo, darling ” and she glanced at the beach boy be¬ 
hind the counter. “Aren’t you on the wrong side of this 
thing today?” 

He took her band “I guess I better tell you right now, 
Tve quit, Elenas 

Her face grew very pale. The glow was extinguished 
in her eyes, and tears began to well up. Her mouth 
trembled, shaped to speak. 

He said very quickly, “Ill explain later,” 

“But it was all we had, Jake,” she said unbelievingly. 
“Didn’t that mean anything to you?” 
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He could divulge no more, not with the beach boy’s 
interested eyes watching, and bis ears flapping like radar 
pans. 

“Tonight, Elena^ Jake said, and he stood up. 

“Ill go with you now,*' she said. 

“Better not, I m going to have some things to do. Hang 
around here for a while. But get down to the room 
early, Ifs important, Elena/ 

“Job hunting? How could you do it to us, Jake? We—” 

“Later,” He touched her cheek, “And make sure you 
don’t get involved with Charlie. Get down to the house 
no matter what you have to do.** 

He left, feeling her eyes on him. 

The music faded, a cheerful voice shouted, “Fun and 
games, people. Fun and games. There's a Service Call go¬ 
ing out right now. Service Call, folks.” 

The crewman on the launch grinned, “Say, you’re put¬ 
ting in a pretty short day^ Jake.” 

“I’m taking off.” 

“For the day? Or for far parts?” 

“Far parts, 1 guess,” Jake grinned, too, “And don t ask 
me where, I don’t know yet.” 

“That’s the best way. Just travel and follow your 
nose. Something always turns up,” 

Jake hoped that it would. But he couldn’t think that far 
ahead. 

Not until he knew about Elena, he thought. 

He began to dread the coming of the night. 


Jinxsie was hunched over the chessboard, swearing 
softly into his beard. 

It was dim and quiet and, when Jake sat down at the 
table, Jinxsie flicked a glance at him. But in a moment 
Jinxsie resumed swearing softly, a thick band hovering 
over the cdiessboard. 
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Jate waited, 

*tJet us a couple of beers, will you?” Jinxsie asked ab¬ 
sently. “IVe done this a dozen times and I still don t 
have it” 

Jake circled round behind the bar, 

A giant water bug skittered along the counter and 
disappeared behind a bag of crumpled pretzels, 

Jake took two bottles out of the icer. He noticed that 
the supply was scarce* Plainly, Jinxsie had neither 
checked nor intended to, 

Jake grinned and went to the storeroom for a case. 
He was wrestling it in the hall when he heard the door 
slam open. 

^Jinxsie, have you s^n Jake?” It was Tanryjoe, breath¬ 
less, and sounding worried, 

"^Why?” Jinxsie asked. 

^‘He’s in some kind of trouble. I saw Angel Bailey— 
that^s the girl I was telling you about, the one where he 
lives. And Jake’s leaving town,” 

Jake sighed. It seemed as if everybody in Key West 
knew what was happening except the one person who 
mattered most, Elena, 

His hands sweated on the case. He almost dropped it, 
A singing hummed in his ears. His throat was suddenly 
dry. But it was moments before he understood and rec¬ 
ognized the familiar rank smell of fear. It had been 
many long years since he had been so afraid. 

Jinxsie said casuaUy, "Well ask him, Terryjoe ” 

Jake slammed the mse down, began unloading into the 
icer, 

"“Ask me what?” he demanded over his shoulder. 

^Wbat kind of trouble, Jake?” 

Jake did not reply at once. He took out three beers, 
uncapped them. He carefully flipped the tops onto the 
overflowing trash can, "Jinxsie,” he called, “you‘ll have to 
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do sometliing about the garbage back here one of these 
days.” 

“One of these days,” Jinxsie agreed absently 

Jake took the beers to the table and handed them 
around. 

Jinxsie tugged his beard and Terryjoe fidgeted over a 
palmetto frond. 

Jake said, “Its not trouble exactly. At least not yet. 
I’m pulling out, I want Elena to go with me. It’s the 
only way for us. You said it yourself, Terryjoe. That I’d 
never get her away from Charlie Able at the Flamingo.” 
Jake looked at Jinxsie, “m need a car. 11 need some 
money.” 

Jinxsie pulled out his wallet, dropped it on the table. 
He took car keys from his hip pocket, shoved them to¬ 
ward Jake. 

Tenyjoe’s breath was expelled in a noisy sigh. “He 
wont make it easy, Jake.” 

“Charlie? Tm not asking him to,” Jake said. 

Jinxsie took back his wallet and keys, “I was thinking 
of something else,” he apologized. “This problem calls 
for more. Avoid trouble if you can, Jake. For her. Other¬ 
wise—” 

"That’s it, Jinxsie. If Elena will go with me, wel need 
to move fast and without leaving too big a trail behind 
us.” He added softly. “She’s scared of him.” 

Jake put all the money he had on the table. Eighty- 
five dollars and ninety cents. 

Jinxsie stirred the bills with a thick, hairy-knuckled 
finger. “That wont take you as far as you want to go 
before you stop.” He si^ed. “If you gave me a few 
hours, say until eleven tonight, I could get you a car. In 
my name. I been needing a new car second hand for a 
long time. I might also dig up a couple hundred or so.” 

“If she wont come, I don't need either one, Jinxsie,” 
Jake said. 
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"So ni manage to get rid of them/' Jinxsie said '‘But 
you are going, no matter what?" 

Terryjoa let his breath out in another long sigh. He 
bent his head over the palmetto fronds, his fingers work¬ 
ing as steadily as ants over a picnic lunch. 

"I'm going/' Jake said. "Ill get it all back to you. As 
soon as I can. You know that.'' 

"I asked you?” Jinxsie pushed himself up. "Som^ 
body's got to mind the shop while I go about your busi¬ 
ness. I guess youVe elected, Jake. Throw some change 
from the cash drawer into the juke box. This place be¬ 
gins to have a funeral parlor atmosphere. It's bad for my 
constitution and it scares the tourists away," He paused, 
"What kind of plans have you made, Jake?" 

“If Elena comes with me,” he stopped and Ihen he 
repeated it because he was afraid to hex himself by tak¬ 
ing what she would do for panted. "If she does, we'E 
head for Alabama, get her a divorce first thing as the 
law allows. Once she's made the break, Charlie won t 
come after her. And I'll be with her, if he does/* 

Tenyjoe said positively, *lf you get her out of here, 
you've got her. He won't carry weight any place else" 

“Alabama?" Jinxsie grinned. Tve got folks there. 
That’s why I'm here. Maybe they can do you the good I 
never let them do me " He left, laughing at some private 
joke. 

He returned several hours later with a sack of crab 
cakes and a lime pie. **You've got to keep your strength 
up, Jake," he said. "There's a long trip ahead of you. 
Come around at eleven, and I'U have everything you 
need waiting ” 

“You've got it?” 

“Why not?" 

"The car? And the money?” 

"Questions, questions. Jake, you don’t have any confi¬ 
dence in me. Certainly IVe got it" Jinxsie pulled his 
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beard. “Eat. And that goes for you, too, Terryjoe. You be- 

gin to look a little green ” 

“Im thmkmg, Jinxsie/" Terryjoe said. 

Tlien don't do it in front of mer Jinxsie pulled out 
his chair and sat down. He drew the chessboard closer. 
"You boys stop distracting me. Im five or six moves be¬ 
hind right now. I want to catch up ” 

Jake and Tenyjoe ate lunch together. They had a beer 
apiece. But when Tteoyjoa suggested another, Jinxsie 
looked upi frowning. 

"Not now, Terryjoe. I might need you. And I want 
you on your feet if I do. Later on, maybe well both just 
close up and kill a case.'' 

Jake, not wanting to go home, hung around until near* 
ly dark. He tried to thank Jinxsie before leaving, but 
Jinxsie shrugged, *"You haven't got anything yet. Send 
me a letter some time." 

The air was thick when Jake stepped into the street. 
Half the sky was a deep endless blue, the other half was 
roiling black and gray. Thunder muttered uneasily over 
the ocean. 

The crab cakes and pi© Jake had eaten weighed 
heavily on Imn. He stopped by the diner for coffee, hop¬ 
ing to settle his uneasy stomach and, incidentallys to kill 
a little more time. 

Rosita diattered at him as usual, but he heard noth¬ 
ing. His mind kept going ahead, planning, rejecting, de¬ 
vising. 


There were no lights in the Bailey house. Jake was re^ 
lieved—he wanted to avoid having to talk to Mary and 
Tom, avoid sajdng goodbye to Angel. 

Toots perched on top of the suitcase, clawing con¬ 
tentedly at the latches and purring. 
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He set out a saucer of die last of the milk for her, said^ 
‘‘Drink hearty, mate. YouVe got a trip ahead of you.** 

He sat m the easy chair, his long legs stretched out, 
and he listened to the rumble of thunder move closer, 
and to the increasing hum of the wind in the palms. 

He waited, growing more impatient with every mo¬ 
ment* 

When he heard the car in the driveway he stood up. 
He stumbled over the suitcase, and Toots fled, meowing 
her annoyance* 

He turned on a small lamp, then glanced back at the 
suitcase. 

He just managed to shove it under die bed as Elena 
knocked on the door* 

She came in on a gust of hot, threatening wind. 

It took them both to force the door shut. 

With the storm finally closed out, but rumbling be- 
yond the walls, the room seemed very still. 

He bent to kiss her. “Say it, Elena.” 

She shook her head and backed away. Loosened 
curls had escaped from the coronet of her shining hair, 
and her eyes were anxious. Her slender body glided tan- 
talizingly under the familiar white sheath. 

“Why did you quit, Jake? Why did you have to 
spoil the very little we had?" 

He had been planning to tell her very qulcldy, to teO 
her quickly and rush her away. But now, seeing her, he 
knew that would be impossible. He had to have her, 
then, before they talked, just in case she refused to 
listen. He had to have one more memory to take with 
him if he had to go alone. 

Her eyes searched the room. She sensed a difference, 
he knew. He was glad that he had hidden the suitcase 
under the bed. It gave him a few more moments, 

'Why, Jake?” 

He took her into his aims. “Later," he said. 
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“But I have to know. I have to know, Jake." 

His fingers were busy drawing pins from her braids. 
He puUed the heavy ropes to her shoulders. An urgency 
was driving hun, driving him. He was conscious of each 
passing minute. 

He carried her to the bed. 

Toots made an indignant sound. She retreated to the 
pillows, then leaped to the chair. 

Jake ignored the cat. 

Elena s warm body was stiflF and resisting, but he held 
her and Idssed her mouth, trying, but not succeeding to 
move slowly despite the need in him. 

“Why, Jake?” 

**l>ater,” he said again. 

She made a soft incoherent sound and, suddenly, her 
hands became small fists between them. She struggled 

an ought, her face pale and her terror-filled eyes 
squeezed shut 

He i^hed her to him, trying to reassure her with 
more kisses, but she heaved and thrashed and whim- 

pBreci. 



She screw verv .<rHlT K-arriTtr _ pt. _ . 



He drew the white dress from her shoulders, and 
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Icissed her throat and breasts, and lowered her to the 

pillows. 

She was limp, inarespoiisive* 

He lay beside her, his hands, lips, touching ^er, teas¬ 
ing, tantalizing until she sobbed and her arms circled 

him and her body made those small adjusting movements 
that drew him closer. 

For a little while time was a dead stop, and they 
stayed in each odier’s arms while thunder rumbled 
around the window and gusts of wind shook the house. 
But the® Jake heard the rain come, lashing the walls. 

He sat up. , , « i « 

Elena lay still, an arm Rung across her face. He knew 
that she was delaying. "We have to talk now,” be said 


“I don’t want to hear, Jake." She took a deep breath. “I 
know. I already know, Jake. You’re leaving me.” 

“No.” He bent over her. “I w^t you to get up and 

dress now. We’re leaving together. 

“Together?" She turned away from him. Her voice 
broke. "Oh, why did you have to ruin it? I told you I 
never wanted to hurt you. I told you I love you. But I 
can’t ever leave Charlie Able, Jake. 

He thought of Denise and Leila, of Charlie himself 
wanting Angel. With a few words, Jake knew, he could 
tell Elena, make her see it, and destroy her. 

But that was not his intent. He said gently. *I cant 
live like this any more. I love you. I want you for my 
wife. I want you to have my babies, and be my future. 

“Don’t I want that, too?” she cried. “Oh, Jake, why are 
you torturing me? Don’t you see Im trapped? I 
get away. No matter where we go he'll find us. And 

*^^nd then what?" He caught her by the shoulders. 

She shuddered under his hands. Her voice changed 
“We had those long beautiful days ... I could sit and look 
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at you, your eyes so clear, and your brovra hands... I 
used to lie on the lounge and feel you near me.. 

He shook her. "And then what? Charlie-" 

“I can t," she sobbed. “I’m afraid." 

"Why? What makes you afraid of him? What can he do 
to you?” 

“What can he do to me?" she echoed. "What can he 
do? Oh, Jake, please, please, if you love me, forget all 
this. Just stay with me and don’t leave me-” 

“He's a weak, spoiled, sick-minded brat. That's the 
Oiarlie Able you’re so scared of. I think you’re letting 
him sell you a plain and fancy bill of goods. I can take 
ten of him on, and mop up the beach with them. And 
you know it/" 

"I know," she said. “You can, Jake. But I can’t.” 

He sat down beside her, lifted her to his lap. He could 
feel her trembling. “If I have to,” he said, "I’m going 
to go without you, Elena.” He continued fimjy, "But 
before I do, I want to know what this is all about. You’re 
going to tell me right now*' 

The room was very quiet 
Toots moved restlessly. 

The thrust of wind and rain had retreated, 

“Tell me, Elena " 

“I know what he’ll do, you see,” she said. She stared 
up^at Jake, and he saw the sick memories in her eyes, 

“I want to know,” he said. 

I tried to l^ve him once, Jake, It was about two years 
ago. I couldn’t take it any more. I thought I couldn’t 
live in a marriage that wasn’t a marriage. But live and 
l^m. She paused to wet her lips. “He came after me. 
He, and Lou Kendall. They took me back to the house." 

Her voice continued dull, expressionless. But as he 
listened he saw the scene unroll intensely before him... 

Hie brilliant sunlight burning in the poinciana trees as 
they drive her back from die bus station. 



144 OFFSHORE RESORT 

Charlie^ cheerfiil and joking and gloating, Ms tMcfc 
fingers biting into her arm like a living handcuff. 

Lou, driving very fast, quiet and more pale than us^ 
ual, Ms watery eyes slipping sideways to stare at her in 
anticipation. 

The big house emp^, and too silent. 

And Charlie, still holding her, not listening to her argu¬ 
ments and promises and threats, saying, "Let s haye^ a 
drink,"* and as she refused, laughing, ‘Tfou'd better. You re 
going to wish you had ” 

The upstairs room is very dark, Rie shutters locked 
against the sunlight. Charlie turns on all the lamps, 
throws her on the bed and turns to Lou, laughing, "Well, 
youVe wanted her long enough. And youve both earned 
it. She's all yours, man."* 

And when she breaks away, running for the door, Char¬ 
lie is there, shoving her back, and Lou catches^ her and 
drags her to the bed, tearing at her dothes and, later, 
tearing at her flesh, while all the time as she fights Lou, 
she hears Charlie laughing and catches glimpses of Ms 
gloating face, thrust forward as if he cannot beai" to miss 
one small movement of protest, one small cry- 

Much later, Charlie stands over her, grinning down at 
her tom body, saying, "Just keep on running away, 
Elena. This makes a pretty good show. And its whafs 
going to happen every time, isnt it, professor? Why, 
eventually, you might even get to like it as much as the 
professor does. There are women who do. You know, he 
continued, "it does me good to see your snippy face all 
broken up* But too much of a good thing gets boring, 
too. We'll save it for your next excursion,. ” 

Elena’s voice faltered and broke, her recital finished. 
She moved her face against Jakes shoulder, and he could 
feel her tears. 

"I never dared try again, Jake* They kept reminding 
me. For a while, they tried to trick me into making the 
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same mistake. But Lou never came near me again. 
Charlie wouldn’t let him. It was Charlie’s way of tortur¬ 
ing us both," 

“And you live with that animal ” Jake said thickly, feel¬ 
ing the hot hungry violence chum in him, choking him. 
He held her tightly. "You're going to leave him, tonight, 
“ow, with me. You’re going to come with me to 
Jmxsies. There’ll be a car and money waiting for us, 
We’ll light out tonight. By tomorrow night we’ll be in 
Alabama." 

“You can’t out-think him, Jake." 

“I m douig it. You’ll get a divorce as fast as you can, 
and well get married Just that fast.’’ He raised his voice 
over her pleading whisper. “No, That’s how it’s going to 
be. If you love me.” 

She burrowed against him. “You know. You know.” 

‘Then we’re going tonight.” 

lake..." 

TttT way- 

I il be with you. I’ll be between you and him, no matter 

what happens." He touched her cheek. “Get dressed 
now.” 

She slid off his lap. "You make it sound like a dream. 

You make it sound possible ” 

“It is possible. It’s what's going to happen.” 

She turned back to him. “Jake, suppose—” 

He broke in. “It’s time to go now. What you Just told 
me changes things, but only a little. If you won't leave 
witli me. then 111 stay. But I’ll kill him before you go 
back to that house again.” 

Don t say that,” she cried. 

He grinned at her. The scar pulled the curve out of 
his upper lip, and his clear ice eyes looked very sure. 
Im not giving you much of a choice, am 1? Come with 
me, or come with me.” 

“But I don’t know what to do, Jake.” 
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He stood motionless, fighting for patience. He was so 
very sure he was right that he wanted her to be sure, 
too. “IVe told you” he said, “and I wont bother to tell 
you again. Well take one step at a time out of this mess, 
just like we both took one step at a time into it." He gave 
her a li^t push. ‘‘Dress now." 

She searched his face. ‘‘Will it be all right? Jake? Can 
we get away?" 

“I promise." 

There was a sudden glow in her eyes. *1 believe you, 
Jake, I know we will" She reached up to kiss him. Oh, 
Jake, I can feel it inside me. It's going to be all right 
We’re going to make a new life. Were going to be to¬ 
gether" She laughed in a voice that was suddenly like 
music. 

He let his breath out very slowly. Relief washed 
through him in cleansing waves. 

At the same time, he thought of Charlie. 

He fought back a quick tide of murderous rage, he 
killed a vivid picture of what he would do to Charlie 
and Lou. But time would take care of them, he felt, 

Jake would not do anything to endanger Elena. 

Tm almost ready, almost ready,” she cried, and it was 
still like singing. 

Her hands flew to her hair, but he stopped her. “Let's 
just go " he said. 




ELEVEN 

They decided to leave the Able car on Truman AveDue* 
*W0re taking nothing of his/' Jake said 
She touched the white sheath. “Except this. I don’t 
think ril get far without a dress.*’ 

“We’ll find you another one as soon as we can, and 
then that one goes into the sea.” He chuckled reluctantly. 

Though I admit I hate to do it, Elena. You were wear¬ 
ing that the first ttme I saw you.” 

“Tapping my fingernails on the bar, and being so im¬ 
patient, you said And already loving you, Jake ” 

He took her left hand and slid the sparkling rings off 
her fingers. “We leave these behind, too. Maybe I won’t 
be able to replace them for a long time, but Ill try ” 

“I never wanted diamonds,” she said Then she added, 
“Oh, Jake, I wish it were over, and we were gone.” 

Soon/ he said, "very soon ” But he too wished that 
the extended^ drive over the Ocean Hi^way were fin¬ 
ished, and the lights of the coast long vanished behind 
them. 


147 
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As they left the Able car, a fresh squall blew in and 
thick clouds churned overhead. 

She caught his arm- “Jak^ look. A star's s hin ing 
through—on us."" 

He glanced up. He saw only a thin slice of deep 
blade between two ominous gray banks. Nevertheless, 
he said, 'It’s good luck, wait and see.” 

They had proceeded only a block when the sky opened 
and released a thick veil of cold driving rain. 

Toots meowed plaintively in Elena's arms. 

Jake shifted his suitcase, trying to move closer to 
Elena. 

She raised her wet face. “Good luck, Jake,” But she 
was laughing. 

They stepped off a curb into an ankle-deep puddle 
and Elena lost a shoe to the inky water. 

Jake bent to grope for it. 

But she snatched off the other shoe and flung it in. 
“Never mind, never mind,” she said, “The less of Charlie 
the better, we said. This shoe might as well go, too, I 
always wanted to be a barefoot girL" 

They were both soaked to the skin but they were 
laughing like children when they scurried past the skull 
and crossbones of the black storefront into the warm 
relaxed atmosphere of Jinxsie's. 

Elena’s white sheath was plastered to her slender 
curves. Raindrops sparkled in her long swinging braids 
and happiness sparkled in her eyes. 

She seemed all the world a little girl, Jake thought, 
as she trotted beside him on bare-mud-str^ked feet. 
Toots cradled in her arms. 

Jinxsie puBed his ginger beard and nodded. “Home 
safe, Jake ” He took out a roll of bills and closed Jake’s 
hand around it. ‘TThe car will be out back and ready to 
roll in half an hour. Have a drink, dry off—and you’re 
on your way.” 
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“Half an hour, Jinxsie?” 

“Impatient again, Jake? You waited this long, you can 
wait half hour longer.” 

Jake had a picture of himself fighting to struggle clear 
of sudking quicksand, and hearing Jinxsie say, Impatient 
again, eh JakeF in Ae same chiding voice. Jake shook 
his head, marvelling at Jinxsie. 

Jinxsie imperturbably continued. “You see, I figured on 
a smaU amount of insurance so I spent the time to get 
a good fast car with Alabama plates, So how do you 
like that?” 

Jake grinned. “I like it fine." 

Toots, immediately at ease, gave a great leap that 
took her to the bar where she chased a water bug un¬ 
der an ashtray. 

Elena excused herself to go to the washroom to dry her 
hair, and Rosita followed, saying excitedly, "My hus¬ 
band, you will meet him soon, he will be finished wash¬ 
ing dishes at the kitchen down the street.” 

Jake stepped out of his moccasins and shook out small 
pudcUes from each. He mopped his wet face and hair, 
and then took his old place behind the counter. 

The candles dickered and danced, pitching awkward 
shadows on the stained walls. 

Teiryjoe, at his usual table, worked over an oversized 
palmetto hat. 

The kids were huddled over the jukebox. 

Jinxsie s thick hand hovered over the chessboard 
again as he said absently, “Take it easy, Jake. Relax for 
as long as it lasts.” 

Jake gnnned a little. Home safe, he thought as Jinx¬ 
sie had said. Soon Elena and Jake would be leaving, and 
home would be wherever they were together, he knew. 

“Don’t let anything change,” he told Jinxsie. "Keep it 
the same for the kids. It’s like you said. They look at 
you and they know tomorrow’s coming.” 
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Jinxsie nodded and pulled his beard. TLike I said, 
they re not as crazy as they look.*" 

The twist suddenly spilled into the room. The kookie 
kids deserted the jukebox and began their snaking steps 
among the tables. 

And suddenly, Elena was there. Her long slender 
body moved under the white sheath. She leaned for¬ 
ward, her glowing eyes on his face. *lsn't it wonderful, 
Jaker 

YeSj nothing other than the wonderfid had ever hap¬ 
pened, Jake thought—there had been no Denise, no 
Leila, no threat to Angel, no call to Susie. He was the 
same man she had loved the moment she had caught 
sight of him. He would never for a moment even faintly 
let her imagine that he had been any different from 
what he had always appeared to her. 

^'Say it, Elena,'’ 

“Hullo, darling,'’ Then, “Oh, Jake, is it real? Do we 
have a chance?’’ 

“In less than half an hour—youTl see.* 

The candles jumped as the opening door threw a gust 
of wind into the small room. More of the crazy kids who 
were not crazy sloshed in with rain-splashed shorts and 
dripping hair, 

Jake prepared for them by uncapping beer bottles 
and filling a dish of pretzels. 

He chased Toots off the counter, but gave up, laugh¬ 
ing, when she immediately returned with her tail a small 
stiff defiant mast in the air. 

The candles jumped again and shadows ran along the 
wall In fantastic shapes. 

Elena made a small sound. 

Jake turned to her. 

All the glow had been gutted from her eyes. Her 
mouth tilted down in a hopeless grimace. Her fingers 
dug into the scored counter. 
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Jake realized at once, before he turned to the door, 
that Charlie Able had just come in. 

It seemed to Jake that time began to move with the 
speed and beat of the continuing twist. 

Charlie ambled to the bar, Lou followiDg, the diick 
overfed body of the former diminishing the thin depend¬ 
ent one of die latter. 

They were both staggeringly drunk, and leaning 
against each other in search of dubious support 

Jake knew they had been through another night of hit¬ 
ting every place on Duval Street, searching for something 
that would bury boredom with excitement. 

Charlie’s sandy hair was plastered to his heavy, jut¬ 
ting forehead. His red shirt was streaked with rain. He 
leaned on the bar and looked at Jake. “You again? Are 
you following me, or something?" 

Jake was silent. The scar on his upper lip turned pale. 
His eyes were icy. Rage prickled his skin with small 
knife-point stabs. 

Charlie focused on Elena, his old man’s eyes blood¬ 
shot and hazy. “Slumming tonight, doll?” he said. “Why 
don’t you make a run for it? The professor and me, 
we re in need of some fun. Some real fun, your style, 
doll. Provide. You might even get to like it, eh, Pro¬ 
fessor?” 

The thick hot fury in Jake sent him lunging around 
the bar. He had said he would always be between Char¬ 
lie and Elena. He had meant exactly that. 

But Jinxsie had already moved ahead of Jake and was 
before him, saying, “No, no wait,” while Tenyjoe had 
slotted himself between Elena and Charlie. 

Tenyjoe, the nightmare in his suddenly pinched face, 
]^s thin hands thrusting at Charlie’s chest, was saying, 
Dance, Elena? Come twist with me,” and he drew her 
stiff body away as he stared at Charlie from dead eyes. 

Charlie shook his head disgustedly at Tenyjoe. “You 
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again? You weirdies give me the willies. Okj^. Ill buy 
all your hats and anydnng else you're peddling, Hut just 
get out, will you?” 

Jinxsie still solidly blocked Jake. 

Nothing short of a rabbit punch would dislodge him, 
Jake knew, and he hesitated, 

Jinxsie moved forward toward the interlopers, his wide 
chest in the tight faded jersey a granite wall 

“The joint is dosed, folks,” he said quietly. “Come 
back another night. Any other ni^t-when you feel like 
slumming) that is.** 

“Closed?'’ Lou bleated. “What are you trying to give 
us? Look) Charlie) the joinfs closed and locked up” 
Lou's watered ink eyes swept the crowd watching 
him. “I’m imagining all this. Closed.” 

“Private party.” Jinxsie's beard split in a wide grin. 

“It doesn't look private to me ” Charlie said argumen¬ 
tatively- 

“What makes a party look private to you?” Jinxsie 
asked in a curiously gentle voice) still moving. 

“Look,” Chariie said, “you got a sign outside that says 
you sell drinks, right? I want a drink. Thats what I 
came in out of the rain for.” But Charlie was backing 
away, unconsciously retreating before Jinxsie's slow firm 
steps. 

And Elena was safe with Terryjoe in a distant comer. 
Jake watched, rage drumming in him, but he failed to 
hear the rest of die talk as Charlie and Lou, making a 
pretense at arguing, stumbled out into the wet street 
Jinxsie threw the lock and returned to bis chessboard. 
His thick fingers touched a knight, then withdrew. He 
glanced up and said, “Jake, I need a beer.” 

Jake finally stinred. He brought the bottle to Jinxsie, 
“I never saw you do that before,” Jake said. 

“You never saw me with this either.” Jinxsie pulled a 
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blackjack from his rear pocket “Persuader, Jake. I was 
fairly sure of myself.” 

‘T think I would have killed him, Jinxsie. If you 
would’ve let me.” 

Jinxsie grinned. ‘T was hoping you wouldn’t think of 
that You know how a little manslaugliter can slow a 
traveling man down,” he said. 

Jake let out his breath slowly. He pushed the thought 
of Charlie out of his mind. 

Elena caught Jake’s arm and asked tremulously, “Is he 
gone for good, Jake? Or did he know? Did he guess?” 

As if in answer, there was a hammering at the door. 

Jake peered at Jinxsie over Elena’s head. 

“There’s nothing to worry about” Jinxsie told her. "Get 
her a drink, Jake. That one for the road you’re always 
hearing about. Take it easy. Relax, and have one your¬ 
self.” 

“The car, Jinxsie.” 

“Let me worry.” 

Jinxsie talked to a couple of the boys at the jukebox. 
They nodded and left the back way. Soon the hammer¬ 
ing at the door stopped, the voices faded. 

"But what was that?” Elena cried. 

“Nothing.” Jinxsie said, grinning. “Just a couple of 
rowdies being persuaded down Duval Street by some 
experts at steeiing-to a bar where there’s some real ac¬ 
tion.” 

A few minutes later a man stepped in from the rear 
entrance. He was skin and bones and wore soaking wet 
jeans. He saluted Jinxsie with a greasy hand and left, 

Jinxsie pushed away the chessboard and arose, sighing. 
He motioned to Elena and Jake. 

“We’re on the way,” Jake told Elena. 

Her color had returned. Her eyes were shining. She 
smiled her slow tilted smile and caught up Toots, 

But Jinxsie and Tenyjoe led them into the alley. 
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"Keys in the dash ” Jinxsie said, “Papers m the glove 
compartment. We re going to put you on the causeway' 
He pulled his beard, “Don't worry. Just more insurance,!" 

Jake and Elena spoke together, trying to say thanks, to 
say goodbye, but Jinxsie pulled open the car door. “Get in 
and get going,*' he said peremptorily. 

Jake leaned out of the window. ‘Terryjoa, be sure and 
take good care of Angel for me ” 

“Angel will take care of me,” Terryjoe laughed. “And 
that’s even better ” 

Jake drew Elena close to him. When he backed out, he 
saw lights behind him and blinked his own. He had re¬ 
ceived the reassuring signal from Jinxsie that he had 
wanted. 

“It’s real ” Elena said wonderingly. 

“We're on the way,” Jake said. But he eyed every pass¬ 
ing car until they reached the first bridge. 

There the car behind blinked once, and the headlights, 
after circling in a turn, flashed along the arch of sky and 
on the wet palms, then disappeared. 

Elena and Jake were alone on the dark road and rac¬ 
ing over the keys. A jet plane whined above them. The 
white beaches fell away. 

Elena raised her head from Jake’s shoulder and stared 
back into the darkness. “Some day,” she said softly, “Ill 
have forgotten how I hated that town and all the things 
that happened there, won't I? See? the lights are already 
almost gone... it's all almost gone, Jake. Ware nearly 
free.. 

They both had memories to leave behind them. 

He thought of the small house he would find for her 
somewhere, and he thought of the slow unraveling of the 
days they would have together... 

“We are free,” he said. “Start forgetting now, And 
look ahead. That's where our future is.” 
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A story about a jet^ered hostms and a hot pilot—and the 

woman who wanted them both. 

THE LOVE SEASON by Orrie Hitt 

Foodcflse men and rest)^ wmen at a resort hotel, where the staff 

would do anything—absolutely anything—to make the niests 

happy. 

DOUBLE UP by Dean MeCoy 

A smty of wantm wives and playful husband—and patties wfure 

was served like wine. 

LESOTNS in lust by Laura Hale 

Jasmine was an under-aged, over-aeied, ceen-aged tramp br-ridiiitt 
her way to a woman^s hell. ^ 

TOE LUSTMG hours by Curt Donovan 

imbridW dS^^ ““ primitive, 

THE BARN by Glenn Low 

Tbe y [«ppen«i up in the hayloft when the blonde 
told Ffl make you want me . . 

HOUSE PARTTf by Dominque Napier 
^^dng hus^da ^ ambiscjctroua lovers were brought together 
week^d in Cbniificriciic. 

DKCONTENTED WIVES by Oayton Matthews 
Women betraying husbands . . . hushands in pursurt of 
dliat pleasures » . , This is the story of American au^irfeta. where 
ser-hungry women make the rules! 

SQUEEZE PLAY by Jon Balmer 

A hot*bloo^ retread ^ a bve-starved blonde come together k 
a^^tie of the bodies^oing the things you read abiir in harmed 

RUNAWAY WIFE by George Savage 

No lust wild ^(Mgh a * . no love wanton enough - . * no man 

TWO FACES OF PASSION by Hodg^ Evans 
ihis ja the story of warm, Welding IGt—of wanton, cruel Theona 
both wanted. 

^ STR^GEST SIN by Kay Addam* 

bharon DoyJe was an oidinaty girl hungry for eitraordinaty love. 
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SEX in bv Dave Carson 

The stofy of a young girl whcwe passiofis were ripening. Who woold 
win her—HI lusting man of an unnatural woman? 

COMMUNITY OF WOMEN by Sheldon Lord 

Fouf wanting wantom^mafooned in modem suburbia, stewing in 

their own desires, 

THE OFFICE GAME by Matt Harding 
A novel of men on the way up—and secretaries on die way down, 
FRIGID WIFE by ^rie Hitt 

A black-haired bundle of voluptuous dynamite, a seimal vulture, 
and a tantalizing, tl dilating, tease—wbirh one of the three could 
not please her husband? And why? 

LOVE NOW—PAY LATER by Elaine Dorian 

About a man's careef-minded mistress, his lumt^-bred wife—and 

the alluring young ^rl who could ruin them aU widi her seacapades, 

THE WIFE TRADERS by Charles Beck 

Riotous patties, wife-swapping and trips across the border wore all 

part of Connie Oark's plush life—until she learned her husband 

was selling her body! 

VIRGINS NO MORE by Orrie Hitt 

It takes one bad pri to out-love another, A story of a kitten’* 

caresKs and a wilocads embraces, 

PARTY WIVES by Jon Layoe 

A select group of young wives who vmuld deep in any bed—for 

their husband’s success I 

STOLEN WOMAN by Sam Webster 

She was abducted by lust<razed men with warped and twisted 

minds—who taught her the meaning of pasaion, 

CRY RAPE by Marco Viletti 

Meet the uplift boys and girls , , - meet the play-for-pay people 
, , , And see how the other half lives—on both rides of the trade*. 
THE MOTEL by Jay Cate 

A flame-haired sejE-thrower, a cabin-hopping lovely, a young sea- 
bomb ready to eaplode—and a man who looked like *^any woman'* 
husband.” Their lives tangled "until dawn did them part,” 
APRIL NORTH by Sheldon Lord 

She was given a postgraduate course in lust—before she was 
through high schooH 

BY LOVE DEPRAVED by Arthur Aldon 

Mona confessed to a lesbian past—aftef she had married EdJ Then 

she followed him to Africa, and to the virginal Erika. 

BLONDE DYNAMITE by Louis Lorraine 

Shocking, but true—on every campus, young giri* are paying dearly 

for gudty thrill* , , , 

NAKED LENS by Paul Gregory 

She posed for diose fiicturca you hear about , , < Did she do it 
for money, ezchement, or her own raw desire*? 

SEXBOUI^ by Dean McCoy 

Some take the low road to illicit adv^ture—but find it only at 
great peril. 

A WOMAN’S NEED by Sandra Williain* 

She was a man’* virion of set , . . and *he was a woman looking 
—for man after man, 

LOVE THIEF by Orrie Hitt 

You’ve wondered alwut this kind of woman—the pig-farmi girl who 
became a glamorous actress. A shattering novel of a nymphomaniac. 
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SUBURBIA: JUNGLE OF SEX by Elaine Dorian 
Money^liquo^-and lust ... and moral values that earty “to- 
getherness” too far . . , 

WOMAN CHASER by Robert Turner 

Few men ate too old—few girls ate too young! A book about girls 

and lust, about men and love. 

DIAL “M” FOR MAN by Orrie Hitt 

Her husband left her told—but she want«i a man around the 

house day and tiight! 

HIS BOSS’S WIFE by Mark West 

They traveled together ... they loved together! The stwy of a 
man on the make—and a crew of pretty girls. 

HALF GIRL, HALF WOMAN by John Furlough 
At ^enteen S^via was more than a girt ... She was a woman 
on ^e pttwii The plight of a teen-aged lass made vulnerable by 
newly awakened dedres. 

OBJECT OF LUST by Mark West 

The story of a woman iashed by a man’s obsession— Would the 

ighc bLm, CH- woitld sKc yield to him? 

HUSBAND CHASER by Sbeldon Lord 
This divorcee's bedroom was her trotrfjy room! 

LISETTE by Val Munroe 

She was the kind of blonde who could turn a tent show into • 
pajsion pit. 

MAN CRAZY by Rick Holmes 

Were they aW eidtement? Did they need the money? Or were 
mcy ouc to satbfy th«r own wild urges? A Eale of two sister* with 
the fervi d bloo d that leads ceen-aget^ into tnHjble* 
NEGLECTED WIVES by Arthur Adlun 
Nm to women scorned, wives neglected at beddme are the most 
dangerous creatures on earth. 

THE WILD WANTS by A. J. Collins 

They had waited too long^ and now their need was an avid, ravext^ 

mg hunger a . . A book about people caught up in unbridled 

emotions. 


THE GOLDEN GIRLS by Ken Barty 
About a man bom on the wrong side of the tracfcs-^ghting hi* 
way up 001 the other side—^o its wealth and its women ... 
SECRET LUSTS by Louis Richard 

A novel of watped desires [n high sodety—and the man who tipped 
the curtain, from these secret sins! 


^^IVES AND LOVERS by Louis Lorraine 
One fotmd love in the arms of a stranger ... the other m die 
arms of her husband^* best friend. And the same man wanti 
mem both! 

THE BED AT THE TOP by CharJe* Beck 

She made a career of mai and moneys—and dqjt her way to the 

topi 


TROUBLED TOWN by CaHton Gibb* 

A restless wife, a teenage tran^, a wUling playgid, and a night 
cmb h^ess . , , They could cause tmuble anywhere—especially 
when they were all fighting for the same playboy I 

SECOND-TIM WOMAN by Elaine Dorian 

Can ^e youn^ divorcee return to a normal ejdstence_or will she 

be fair game & all? 




B^OF men on her mind by Matt Harding 

When AI Lenhurt pictured the wealthy young widow, he saw only 
dollars and bikinjis—and he planned to get hia hands on both, 

B-4aiF BEHIND RESPECTABLE DOORS by Carlton C^bba 

Ahouc four women who hid thdr night-dme sins behind day^tmie 
respectability! 

B-4S2F THE EIPPER GIRLS by Uura Hale . , ^ „ . 

How do girls really feel about showing thdr bodi^? Here is a 
novel which probes the motives for female exhibitiomsm —130 stage 
and o£EI 
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THE PLUSH ISLAND \ 

CLUB WENT ALL OUT \ 

TO SATISFY ITS GUESTSX 

oeeeeoeeoseosGoeooseeoseoeoosie \ 

WORKING AS A BARTENDER IN A \ ,* 
FLORIDA WATERFRONT SALOON, JAKE % 

DENTON ALREADY HAD HIS HANDS % 

FULL FENDING OFF THE ATTENTIONS % 

OF HIS EMPLOYER’S SIXTEEN-YEAR-OLD * • 
DAUGHTER. THEN EXOTIC ELENA ABLE » 
STOPPED IN FOR A DRINK. A 

DENTON HAD MORE SEX-HUNGRY WOMEN % 
THAN HE COULD HANDLE BUT HE LET 1 

ELENA TALK HIM INTO WORKING AT A 1 
PLUSH COUNTRY CLUB RESORT ON A 
PRIVATE ISLAND, BECAUSE BY THEN HE 
WANTED ONLY ELENA. 

BUT TEEN-AGED ANGEL FOLLOWED DENTON TO 
THE ISLAND AND THEN HE HAD ELENA’S 
HUSBAND TO DEAL WITH TOO-FOR CHARLIE 
ABLE WAS THE TWISTED KIND OF MAN WHO 
LIKED FEMALES TEEN-YOUNG AND VIRGIN-TENDER! 

A DARING REVELATION OF THE KIND OF PASTIMES 
THE WEALTHY ENJOY-IN THEIR ISLAND 
PARADISES BEYOND THE LIMITS OF THE LAW... 









